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LIFE  OF  CUNNINGHAM. 


J  OHN  CUN!«NGHAM  v.^as  bora  in  Dublin,  in  die  year 
T  -29 ,  His  riithv-r  telb  wexi  ttie  profefliou  of  a  \vinc-cooper,  and 
riiiicainevi  a  rdpsidirable  thiM-iilc-r  j  though,  by  the  prdTure  of 
!  vcjx'iices  inevitably  attending  die  demands  of  a  numerous  f;!mJIy, 
he  \v\3  often  involved  in  drcurnf^ivices  of  dimcnity  aad  dillrds. 

Having  obtrunal  a  prize  of  confulei-able  ainoiuvt  in  the  lot- 
r  ly,  he  was  fo  ekited  with  his  ficct-fs,  that,  diklaiiiing  to  follow 
'  -0  inechaniciU  |;rafeffion  to  which  he  had  beer:  trained  frcin  ear- 
Jlte,  he  i-nmaiiately  reliiKiuilhed  it,  commenced  wine-rner- 
t .  ;tfit,  fomicii  an  acquujntaiiccluperlorto  hi>  ufual  l-.vel,  and  fa- 
'  ;  ifjc'xl  to  his  vanity  his  own  ir.tcrtft  snd  thutof  hli  rumiiy  j  for 
h.s  want  of  economy  and  ccnnedtion  foon  rtuuctril  him  to  a  ilate 
ofbaukrnptcy. 

Our  Ai;tho-,  at  the  time  of  Jils  father's  failure,  was^t  the 
jrammar-ichooi  in  the  ciry  of  Draghtvia,  unckr  tiie  care  of  Mr. 
(^jafttj  iroifi  v hole  tuition  be  derived  all  the  learning  he  poilciT- 
••  •  L  From  theiice  the  embarrafled  ftnte  of  bis  father's  affairs  re- 
.illed'hira  to  Du'jlin,  where  having  no  certain  emj)ioymcnt, 
i.-iMig  the  coiirfc  of  fcveral  years,  ];e  dimed  his  views  to  the 
(.1  ..;na,  and,  at  the  age  of  feventeen,  produced  a  piece  of  two  acts, 
ci-tlde;!,  *'  Love  in  a  Mill:  5"  oi-,  *^  The  Lafs  of  Spirit  j" 
V.  hich  was  peribrme<i  at  the  Tiieatie  Royal,  received  with  ap- 
pl.-fe,  and  had  a  confidemble  ruii. 

The  benefit  accruhig  froir.  yoiiug  Cunningham's  firft  lite- 
rary effort  jjroved  a  very  ieafcnablo  relief,  and  extiicateti  him 
from  ditiicviltles  to  which  he  had  been  lorjgand  unavoidably  ex- 
pofed,  through  the  verv' circumfcribed  Irate  of  his  finra-.ces  j  and 
the  favourable  reception  of  his  piece  by  the  public,  together  with 
the  commendation  beftowed  orj  It  'jy  the  performers,  induced  him 
to  become  after  as  v.xll  03  aut-.ur.  Accordingly  he  enraged 
with  the  manager  of  asi  itinerant  company  of  comedians,  v.-jth 
whom  he-cameto  Englar.a,  and alTumed  thedrarna,  which  he  fc ;- 
lov.ed,  v.ith  very  few  intervals  of  variation,  during  the  fubfecjuent 
period  of  his  lile. 

Ke  never  attained  to  a  degree  of  eminence  as  an  a£lor,  naturs 

having  denied  him  the  efTential  rcquifites  of  figure,  voice,  and  ex- 

pn-tiion  J  though,  from  the  ftrength  of  his  mind,  he  (iilcovered 

a  jv.ii  c-vuceptioft  gf  his  author  5  which  induced  the  liberal  and 

A3 
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dirorlminatlng  part  of  his  audience  f"re(|uently  to  lament  hii  vvanf 
of  the  powers  cf  execution.  In  the  reprefentition  of  Frenc  n 
charafters,  however,  he  was  not  wholly  devoid  of  merit.  K>^. 
pafTed  two  or  three  feafons  at  the  theatre  in  Edinburgh,  under  the 
direflion  of  Mr.  Digges  j  but  neither  added  to  his  fame  or  for- 
tune by  theatrical  purfuits  :  though  no  circumftance  or  fituation 
could  induce  him  to  decline  them.  From  Edinburgh  he  came 
over  to  Newcaille  upon  Tyne  j  formed  a  conneci^ion  with  Mr. 
Slack,  printer,  at  that  place  5  and  by  his  fervices  in  conducting 
and  eftablilhing  a  ne  vfpaper,  fo  conciliated  himfelf  with  his  em- 
ployer, that  his  regard  for  him  terminated  but  with  life. 

Mr  Cunningham,  in  procefs  of^ime,  had  acquired  fuch  re- 
putation as  an  author,  that  he  was  lolicited  to  leave  his  fituation 
In  the  North  of  England,  and  accept  of  the  invitation  of  fome 
bookfellers  in  London,  by  which  means,  through  die  exertion  of 
his  talents,  he  might  have  procured  a  livelihood  more  competent 
as  well  as  refpeclaole,  than  by  the  trivial  purfuits  which  engaged 
his  attention  in  the  countiy. 

This  invii-ation,  accompanied  with  promifes  of  patronage, 
and  every  afilirance  of  encouragement,  at  length  overcame  his 
natural  fupinentfs,  and  induced  him  to  repair  to  London :  but 
he  no  fooner  arrived  in  the  capital,  than  his  indolence  or  dif- 
fidence gained  ihe  afcendiint  over  him,  fo  that  he  refolved  on  a 
fpeedy  departure  ;  and  accordingly  left  town  after  a  veiy  iliort 
and  difagreeable  ftay  in  it,  and  returned  to  join  the  itinerant 
company  in  the  north,  hotwithftanding  all  the  p-jrfuafions  and 
entreaties  of  his  friends  to  the  contniry.  This  was  the  only  op- 
portunity offered  him  for  emerging  from  the  obfcure  lituation  in 
v/hich  com.plicated  misfortunes  huJ  placed  him  in  early  life. 
However,  his  views  feem  not  to  have  extended  beyond  a  mere 
competence,  as  he  could  never  be  prevailed  on  to  make  a  lecond 
attempt.  "    • 

We  fhall  introduce  Tome  extrafts  from  a  letter  written  by 
Mr  Cunningham,  at  "Scarborough,  t3  a  theatrical  friend  (Mr. 
Lewl^)  in  London,  in  which  our  Author  may  be  faid  to  have 
drav/!i  hisowncbarader.     They  are  as  follow : 

"  I  reproach  myfelf  feverely  for  my  general  indclence.  Mr. 
Davies,  the  Bookfelier,  does  me  honour  by  his  propofal.  I  am 
lolicited  daily  both  from  Edinburgh  and  Ntwcaftle,  to  the  fame 
purpofe  ;  at  both  v/hich  places  I  think  I  miglit  der»end  on  general 
fubfcriptions  (nay,  in  r.'ibft  of  the  northern  towns  I  have  a  fort 
cf  acquainted  intereft)  but  I  have  fome  di^dence,  and,  as  I  ob- 
ferved  a>)ove,  much  ir.doknce  ;  fo  that  I  have  nevei-  yet  come  to  a 
d'.tc'rmination.     I  fhould  be  happy  in  a  correfpondejice  >vlth  l^lc. 
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L)uvie3 )  und  as  he  is  fupplied  with  Freiich  articles,  fhould  ViLi 
to  divert  myfelf  with  traiiflation.  I  am  fond,  you  know, 
oi-'tho  French.  I  remember  you  liked  The  Rofe  and  Butterily, 
I  imitated  from  La  Motce.  '        ■      • 

•'  You  may  remember  my  laft  expedition  to  London  :  I 
think  I  may  be  convinced  by  it  that  i'ani  not  calculated  for  tho 
buiinefs  you  m-.-ntion.  Though  I  fcribjle  (but  a  little  neither) 
to  amufe  myfelf,  the  moment  Iconfuier  it  as  my  duv/,  it  would 
ceafe  to  be  an  amufement,  and  I  ihould  of  confcquence  be  weary 
of  it.  I  am  not  enterprifing,  and  tolerably  hapny  in  my  prefeat 
fitiiation. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  ihall  notcompafs  my  Colleftion  of  Fugitives 
this  v.inter }  but,  after  a  tedious  fit  of  iJkncJs,  Ifcribbled  i;p  an  af- 
fair within  thefe  few  days,  which  I  call  an  Apologue,"  &c.  &c. 

Thef-  parages  may  be  truly  faid  to  mark  the  man,  as  they 
exhibit  the  molt  prominent  traits  of  his  charadler,  drawn  by 
himfelf.  The  life  of  Cunningham,  indeed,  was  barren  of  in- 
cident, and  {o  uniforn),  that  it  affords  very  little  matter  for  en- 
tertainment. There  is,  however,  a  little  anecdote  related  of  liini, 
which  gave  birth  to  a  very  humourous  impromptu. 

Cunningham  lodged  at  the  Golden  "Lion  Inn  atScarboror.gh, 
in  the  fummer  of  the  year  1765.  The  landlord  was  a  meek,  paf- 
fue  huiband  j  and  the  landlady  a  very  termagant.  It  l;a[;peucd, 
on  a  certain  occafion,  that  the  lady's  temper  was  ruffled  by  a  tri- 
vial incident  that  occurred,  and  as  no  focthing  could  reftrain  the 
impetuofity  of  her  paflion,  fhe  burit  into  violent  exclamations ;' 
nor  did  either  hufband,  guefts,  or  fervarits,  efcapethe  fury  of  her 
cUimorous  t.^ngue.  The  Poet,  whofe  placid  temper  ill  fuited 
\vith  the  vehemence  of  this  virago,  left  the  houfe,  and  taking  the 
landlord  with  hi.m  into  the  ftreet,  pointed  to  the  fign,  aui 
uttered  tliefe  words : 

Friend  W if  you  v.-ould  get  rid  of  a  fcold, 

And  live  v/itbont  trouble  and  ftrife  ; 
I'd  advife  you  to  take  down  your  lion  of  gold, 

And  hang  up  your  brazeu-fac'd  wife. 

He  afterwards  varied  thefe  lines,  according  to  the  form  which 
may  be  fceu  amongft  the  verfes  entitled,  ''  The  Poftfcript." 

Some  months  before  our  Author  paid  the  debt  of  nature,  a 
nervous  fever  rendered  him  incapable  of  any  exertion,  theatrical 
or  poetical.  This  afFudting  <lroke  afforded  his  friend  Ivlr.  Slac-c 
an  opjjortunity  for  the  difplay  of  his  humanity  and  benevolence. 
He  received  him  into  his  lioufej  Vv'here  he  v/as  attended  with 
the  utmoll  carcjand  f-ipplied  w  ith  every  thingwhich  his  conditio.! 
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required.  After  laivgujfhmg  fome  time  under  his  fiit-nd^s.  ha^^i^ 
fcibieruaf,  aoprehendiiii^  the  approach. of  his  dinblurioo,  he  cor*- 
ctived  a  defigii  of  deltroying  all  his  napei-s,which  he  foon  eflecVed, 
by  committing  them  to  the  flames,  Mr.  Slack,  ajarnied  at  the 
blaze,  haftened  to  the  room  in  which  Cunningham  kiy,  and  ex- 
preiiing  his  furprife  at  fo  extraorrlinaiy  a  circumftance,  the  poor 
Bard,  ahiioft  brcathlels,  pointing  to  the  fire,  whi:^ered.  There  ? 
There  ! 

He  teftificd  his  grateful  fenfe  of  the  benevolence  of  his  friend 
Slack,  who  fo  liberally  fupplied  hb  wants,  and  foftened  the  rigour 
of  his  lall  illnefs,  in  the  following  lines,  addreiTed  to  a  ptuticular 
^lojdiuntance,  which  ftrongly  intUcate  t he  impreflioa  of  his  iriad 
or.  the  melancholy  occafion: 

The  drama  and  I  have  {hook  hands. 
We're  parted,  no  more  to  engage  ; 
Submi.Tive.  I  met  her  commands. 
For  nothing  cars  care  me  of  age. 

My  fimfhlne  of  youth  is  no  more. 
My  moFiiings  of  pleai'ure  aie  fled  j 
'Tie-  painful  my  fate  to  endure  j 
A  penfion  fupplies  me  with  hiead. 

Denendent  at  length  on  the  man 
Wiiofe  fortunes  I  itnigglcd  to  vaifej 
1  con^juer  my  pride  as  t  can  j 
liis  charity  merits  ray  praife. 

His  bounty  proceeds  from  his  iieart  j 
'Tis  principle  prompts  the  lupply  ; 
Hii  friendship  e:{ceeds  my  delert. 
And  often  lupppefles  a  ligh. 

While  he  lingered  under  the  diforder  which  put  a  period  to. 
his  exiltcnce,  he  was  fuppoied  to  have  had  iutervals  of  delirium  j 
from  the  incoherence  of  what  he  frequently  uttered,  and  paiticu- 
lariy  from  his  repetition  of  the  following  words,  of  which  the 
fcnfe  is  very  obfcure: 

Why  was  this  irkfome  being  forced  upon  ine  ? 
Incapable  of  choice,  I  ibught  it  not. 
Where  is  then  the  bcaftcd  mercy  men  rJlow  yoo. 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  1  am  wretched  ? 

Our  Author  expired  at  Newcaftle  on  the  i8th  of  Septemxier, 
•3773,  and  was  interred  in  St.  John's  church-yard,  where,  to 
y.erpetuate  his  memory,  Mr.  Slack,  whofe  fi-iendly  offices  ex- 
tended beyond  the  limits  of  mortality,  eredcd  atomblloiie  with 
the  following  hifcn];tion ; 
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Here  lie  the  Remains  of 

JOHN  CUNN^INGHAM. 

Of  his  excellence 

As  a  Paftoral  Poet, 

Hia  Works  will  remain  a  Monument 

For  Ages 

After  this  temporary  Tribute  of  Eftecm 

Is  in  Duft  forgotten. 

He  died  iaNewcafde,  September  is,  1773, 

Aged  44. 

To  form  a  judgment  of  Mr.  Cunningham's  poetical  merit, 
k  will  be  necelTary  to  refer  to  his  Works.  The  pajlcrai  feems  to 
have  been  his  favourite  theme,  in  which  his  compoiitions  place 
him  in  a  very  refpedlable  line.  Indeed,  that  fpedes  of  v.-rityig 
appears  to  have  been  congenial  to  his  difpofition,  which  was  re- 
markably mild  and  placid,  hut  rather  inclined  to  defpondency. 
His  deportment  v,-as  modeft  and  unafTuming  5  and  his  general 
charadler  fuch  as  recommended  him  to  the  efteem  of  the  fm:d.l 
circle  of  friends  with  whom  he  was  converfant. 

The  only  tribute  paid  to  Mr.  Cunninghani's  rneritas  a  Poet, 
is  the  infcription  on  the  tombilone  erefted  to  his  memory  by  his 
friend  Mr.  Slack  j  his  Biographers  have  puffed  it  over  in  filence, 
not  adverting  to  one  of  the  many  beauties  with  which  hib  v.ritings 
abound  :  v/e  fhall  therefore  uke  the  liberty  of  pointing  :  at  fome 
pailUges,  as  proofs  of  his  excellence  in  that  fpecies  of  pcetiy  to 
which  his  genius  was  fo  happily  adapted. 

In  what  a  pidiurefque  manner  does  our  Author  difplay  the 
enlivening  effefts  of  Summer  after  a  fevere  and  rigorous  v.inter, 
in  the  following  lines  of  his  Landfcape ! 

Now  that  fummer's  ripen'd  bloom, 
Frolics  v.-heie  the  winter  fro vv'n'd 
Stretch'd  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom, 
"We  command  the  landfcape  round. 
Nature  in  the  profpeft  yields 
Kumble  dales  and  mountains  bold. 
Meadows,. v/oodlaads,  heatlis,  and  fields 
Yellcw'd  o'er  with  wav-ing  gold. 

The  approach  of  May  is  no  lefs  beautifully  defcribed  by  the 
fjxnc  tuncfi'i  Bard: 

From  the  weft  as  it  wantonly  blows, 
Fond  Zephyr  careiTes  the  vine  ; 
The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  tae  rofe. 
And  wiilows  and  ".vcadbiues  entsvice, 


The  pinks  by  rhe  rivTvlet  Me, 
That  border  the  vernal  alcove^ 
Eend  downward  to  kifethe  foft  tide  ; 
For  May  is  th e  mother  of  Lore. 
May  tmjes  vhebuttcrfy'j  wing^ 
He  iPiUtters  in  bridal  array  ; 
And  if  the  wingM  foreftcrs  fitigr^ 
Their  miific  is  taught  theia  by  Msy» 

The  paftoral  poeny  of  Cumurigham  poflefles  an  elegant 
fimplidty,  and  indicates  a  ftrciig  ajxi  lively  funcy  ;  it  abomi<!s 
with  images  painted  from  nature,  and  eshimts  all  the  beauties  of 
rural  fceneiy.  We  have  fele^fteJ  the  foUawing  from  his.  Fafto- 
rals,  of  Moniiiig,  Nooii,  and  Eveuisg  ; 

MORNING- 
Swiftly  froin  the  mountairi's  bro^ 
Shadows^  p'jrs'd  by  n.ight,  re  are. 
And  the  peeping  lunbeam  sow 
Faiiits  with  gold  the  village  fpive, 
Philomel  forfakes  the  rhoiri> 
Plaintive  w^here  ibe  prates  at  iiight ; 
And  thclark,  to  meev  the  Morn.^ 
Soars  beyond  tiie  fhepherd's  Irghr. 

Fervid  on  the  g'jft'ring  flood 
Now  the  Nooiitide  radiance  glo-ws  t 
Drooping  o'er  its  infant  bad? 
Not  a  dew-drop's  left  the  rofe, 
Now  the  hill,  the  hedge  is  green  j 
Kow  the  warbler^s  throat's  in  maej 
Blithefome  is  the  verdant  fcene, 
BrighteD'd  by  the  be«ms  of  Noon> 

T,V£NIMG, 
O'er  the  heath  the  heifey  Grays 
Free  (the  fui rowed  talk  is  doiv: ;.) 
Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Buxnilh'd  by'the  fettiugfvm. 
As  the  larfe,  with  varied  time, 
Carrols  to  the  Ev'ning  loud, 
Mark  the  ruild  refplendent  moon 
Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud. 

His  Elegy  on  a  Vile  of  Ruim,  in  imit^ion  of  Grayy  Is  wilc- 
ten  with  as  much  fjjirit,  and  p'jiTefles  maiiy  poetical  bcautif  . 
in  the  opexiing  of  the  Poeai,  he  has  given  a  very  lively  piilu;-- 
of  the  romantic  ruiiis  of  the  Abbej'  and  Callle  of  Rofliu; 

In  the  full  p-yofpecl:  yonder  hill  caninianda 
O'er  barren  heaths  and  cultivated  plains^ 
The  vexige  of  an  ancient  Abbey  li3ud<i^ 
Clofe  by  a  min'd  Caule'a  rude  remaiiii. 


H^  bulled  there,  lie  n^y  ^  5,-0}.^^  j,^ 
^^d  obelilkand  urn,  o'rxthrov.n  ivd.^; 

F.oin  the  rem  roof  zad  portico  {LiDjme 
Tie  ri^lcu,  ufi  fnrticd  at  the  found 
Of  6-agaeats  tuiabding  ffera  tiie  rovers  a.  h!=* 


.^-u.  of  Mr.  Si.u^o.e,^;^£SleTSr^V^ 
turi^e/i  ms  thoughts  to  Pa ftofiii  Poe^rv-       P  1-       ^°  ^*- 

Coai^,  Siepierds !  we^fl  foU^^  ^  j^^^^      , 
;^v  e  n/ee  cur  lo..-'^  Cx>rrdon  laid  ;  ' 

i^  foiTos'  .-Bay  blemuh  the  veri, 
Yer  let  a  lad  tut>i.i£  i,e  paid. 

Ja  ioo.h  he  ,ya£  gentle  and  kiad  x 
TJie  ,^ccs  tna;  giovi-ed  in  Ms  oind. 
Oa  c^^rpofe  ji£  planted  joa  trees, 
Thar  birds  m  the  covert  mi^Lt  d-vdl  - 
Bui  never  would  ri^le  theL-  celL 
Ve  LaEbkiiis  iiat  pl^y^  at  jvis  feet 
Co,  iL=ai  and  VGUf  aaiter  bemcau  i ' 
^li  muuc  v/as  artlefs  and  fv/ee^ 
fcjs  sacaeis  as  aiild  as  yom  ubxu 


PAbTQKALS. 

DAY  :     A  PASTORAL. 

Carpediem.         Hor. 

MORNING. 

In  the  barn  the  tenant  cock,  _ 
Clofe  to  Partlet,  perch'd  on  high, 
Briikly  crows  (the  fliepherd's  clock) 
Jocund  that  the  Morning^ s  nigh. 

II. 
Swiftly  from  the  mountain's  brow 
Shadows,  nurs'd  by  Night,  retire. 
And  the  peeping  funbeam  nov/ 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  fpire. 

III. 
Philomel  forfakes  the  thorn, 
Plaintive  where  flie  prates  at  night, 
And  the  lark,  to  meet  the  Morn, 
Soars  beyond  the  fliepherd's  fight. 

IV. 

From  the  low-roofd  cottage  ridge 

See  the  chattering  fwallow  fpnng  ; 

Darting  throus;h  the  one-arch'd  bridge, 

Ouick  Ike  dip's  her  dappled  wing.  i" 

Now  the  pine-tree's  waving  top 
Gently  greets  the  morning  gale ; 
Kidlings  now  begin  to  crop 
Daifies  in  the  dewy  dale. 

VI. 

From  the  balmy  fweets,  uncloy'd, 

(Reftlefs  till  her  talk  is  done) 

Mow  the  bufy  bee's  employ'd 

Sipping  dew  before  the  lun.  ^^ 

VII. 

Trickling  through  the  crevic'd  rock, 
Where  the  limpid  flream  diflils, 


12 


30 
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Sweet  refreilvir.ent  waits  the  flock 

When  'tis  fun-drove  irom  the  hiils.  28 

VIII. 

Colin,  from  the  promis'd  corn 

(Ere  the  harveft  hopes  are  ripe) 

Anxious,  hears  the  huntfman's  horn 

Boldly  founding,  drown  his  pipe.  32 

IX. 

Sweet — O  fweet  the  warbling  throng 

On  the  white  embloffbm'dfpray  ! 

Nature's  univerfal  fong 

Eclioes  to  the  rifmg  day.  36 

NOON. 

Fervid  on  the  glitfrlng  flood 

Now  the  Noontide  radiance  glous; 

Drooping  o'er  its  infant  bud, 

Not  a  dew-drop's  left  the  rofe,  40 

XI. 

By  the  brook  the  fhepherd  dines. 

From  the  fierce  meridian  heat 

Shelter'd  by  the  branching  pines. 

Pendent  o'er  his  graiiy  feat.  44. 

XII. 

Now  the  flock  forfakes  the  glade. 

Where  uncheck'd  the  funbeams  fall, 

Sure  to  find  a  pleafmg  (hade 

By  the  ivy'd  abbey-wall.  48 

XIII. 

Echo,  in  her  airy  round, 

O'er  the  river,  rock,  and  hill, 

Cannot  catch  a  fingle  found, 

Save  the  clack  of  yonder  mill.  52 

XIV. 

Cattle  court  the  Zephyrs  bland 

Where  the  ftrcamJet  wanders  cool  j 

Or  with  languid  filence  ftand 

Midway  in  the  marfny  pool.  j$ 

B 
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But  from  mouRtain,  dell,  or  llream. 

Not  a.  fiutt'ring  Zephyr-  fprings, 

Fearful  leii  the  Noontide  beam 

Scorch  its  foft.  its  liiken  wiags.  t^o" 

Not  a  leaf  has  leave  to  ftir  ^ 

Nature's  luii'd— ferene— and  ftill ; 

Qn^iet  e'en  the  (liepherd's  cur, 

SkepJEg  on  the  heath-clad  hill.  % 

XVII. 

Langmd  is  the  landfcape  round. 

Till  the  frefh  defcending  {Ijovv'r, 

Grateful  to  the  thirfty  gVound, 

Raifes  .ev'ry  faiiitiag  flovvT.  £$ 

How  the  hill— the  hedge— is  green, 

Kow  the  warbler's  throat's  in  tune ! 

Blithfome  is  the  verdant  fcene 

Srighten'd  by  the  beams  of  Noon !  ^t 

EVENING. 

OX!X. 
'ER  the  heath  the  heifer  ftrays 
Free — {the  furrcw'd  tafit  is  done)— 
Now  the  village  windows  blaze, 
Kurniih'd  by  the  fctting  fun.  ^^ 

XX. 

Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill. 

Sinking  from  a  golden  fky  ; 

Can  th-^  pencil's  mimic  fkill 

Copy  tlie  refulgent  dve  ?  $~ 

XXI. 

Trudging  as  the  plowmen  go, 

(To  the  fmoking  hamlet  bound) 

Giant-like  their  fhadows  grow, 

Lengthen^  o'er  the  ie^el  ground.  ^4 

xxu. 
^Vhere  the  rifing  foreft  fpreads 
Shelter  for  the  jordly  dome. 
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To  their  high-built  airy  beds 

See  the  rooks  returmng  home  ?  gg 

XXIII. 

As  the  lark,  with  varied  tune, 

Carrols  to  the  Evening  loud, 

Mark  the  mild  refplendent  luosn 

Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud  I  5- 

xxir. 
How  the  hermit  howler  peeps 
From  the  barn  or  tv  i{ted  brake. 
And  the  blue  mift  flavvly  creeps. 
Curling  on  the  filver  lake  I     "  *  ^^ 

XXV. 

A 5  the  trout,  in  fpeckled  pride. 

Playful  from  its  boforn  Iprings 

To  the  bank:3,  a  ruffled  tide 

-■Verges  in  iucceffive  rings.  jo^ 

^  ,  xxvr. 

Tripping  thro'  th&  filken  ?raf'= 

O'er  the  path-divided  dale, 

Mark  the  rofe-cornplexioa'd  lafs 

With  her  well  pois'd  milking-paiL  104 

XXVIK  ' 

Linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notes, 

-*\nd  the  cuckow-bird  with  two. 

Tuning  fweet  their  mellow  tliroat?,  io§ 

Bid  the  fetting-fun  adieu. 

PALEMON  T 

A    PASTORAL. 

PaLEMON,  fcated  by  his  favonrlte  ma'c? 
Tne  fylvan  fcenes  with  ecflafv  {nrxzy'd  •    ' 
Nothing  conld  make  the  fond  Alexis  gav. 
For  Daphne  had  been  abfent  half  the  day  - 
Dard  by  Palem.ou  for  a  paftoral  prize,  r 

Heluctant  in  his  turn  Alexis  tries. 
PALEMON.  This  breeze  by  the  river,  hc-wchjins- 
mg  and  fort ! 
How  iiiaooth  the  grafs  carpet  I  how  ^Tcen  ! 
a  a 
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Sweet,  fweet  iings  the  lark  !   as  he  carrols  aloft 
His  muiic  enlivens  the  fcene.  ^^ 

A  thouland  frefh  flowerets,  unufually  gay. 
The  fields  and  tlie  tbrefts  adorn  ; 
I  pluck'd  me  feme  rofes,  the  children  of  xMay, 
And  could  not  find  one  with  a  thorn.  i-4- 

ALEXIS.     The  ikies  are  quite  clouded,  too  bold 
Dull  vapours  defcend.on  the  plain  ;  [is  the  breeze, 
The  verdure's  all  blaited  that  cover'd  yon  trees, 
The  birds  cannot  conipafs  a  ftrain  : 
In  fearch  for  a  chaplet  rny  temples  to  bind 
All  day  as  I  filently  rove,  ^^ 

i  cahn't  find  a  flow'ret  (not  one  to  my  m.ind) 
In  meadow,  in  garden,  or  grove. 

PA  LEMON.   I  ne'er  iaw  the  hedge  in  fuch  cxcel- 
The  lambkins  fo  wanronly  gay  ;  [lent  bloon-., 

|-4y  cows  feem  to  breathe  a  more  pleafing  pertumc^ 
And  brighter  than  common  the  day.  26 

If  any  dull  Ihepherd  Ihould  foolillily  alk 
So  rich  why  the  landfcapes  appear  ? 
To  give  a  right  anfwer,  how  ealV  my  ta(k  ! 
'^ecaufe  my  fweet  Phillida's  here.  30 

ALEXIS.  The  ftream  that  fo  muddy  moves  flow- 
Once  roll'd  in  a  beautiful  tide  ;  Oy  along. 
It  feem'd  o'er  the  pebbles  to  murmur  a  long, 
But  Daphne  fat  then  by  my  fide.  34 
See,  fee  the  lovM  maid  !  o'er  the  meadows  ike  hies; 
Quite  alter'd  already  the  fcene  ! 
How  limpid  the  fi:ream  is  !  how  gay  the  blue  ficic:^ 
The  hills  and  the  hedges,  ho\y  green  1                    3'> 

POMONA: 

A    PASTORAL. 
On  the  Cyder-BUl  hiding  pajed. 
I. 
From  orchards  of  ample  extent 
Pomona^s  compell'd  to  depart. 
And  thus  as  in  anguifli  fhe  v/ent, 
The  f>-oddefs  unburthen'd  her  heart :     -  4 


FA5TORAL5.  j^ 

II. 

**  To  ffourifh  where  Liberty  reigns 

"•  Was  all  my  fond  wifhes  requir'd, 

**■  And  hei-e  J  agreed  witli  the  fwains 

•«  To  live  till  their  freedom  expired.  S 

HI. 

**  Of  iate  you  have  mi'mber'd  my  trees, 

*'  And  threatened  to  limit  my  ftore  : 

*'  Alas  r  from  fuch  maxims  as  thefe 

^^  I  fear  that  your  freedom's  no  more,  j3 

IV. 

*'  My  flight  will  be  fatal  to  May  ; 

*'  For  how  can  her  gardens  be  fine  ? 

*^'  The  bloflbms  are  doom'd  to  decay, 

*'  (The  bloffoms  I  mean  that  vvcx-e  mine.)  j6 

V. 

*'  Rich  Autumn  remembers  me  well ; 

*'  My  fruitage  was  fair  to  behold  t 

*'  My  pears— how  I  ripen'd  their  iwell  ? 

"  My  pippins— were  pippins  of  gold  I  20 

VI. 

*'  Let  Ceres  drudge  on  with  her  ploitThs  * 
•'  She  droops  as  fte  farrows  the  foil  T      * 
*'  A  neclar  I  fhake  from  my  boughs  • 
*'  A  nectar  that  foftens  mv'toil  l^ 

vi:. 

*'  When  Bacchus  began  to  repine^ 
*'  With  patienceT  bore  his  abufe  ; 
"  He  faid  that  I  plunder'd  the  vine  • 
*'  He  faid  that  I  pilfer'd  his  juice.     '  28 

V  HI. 

*'  I  know  the  proud  drunkard  denies 

*'  That  trees  of  my  culture  ihould  crrow  - 

*'  But  let  not  the  trairor  advife  ;      "^ 

"  He  comes  from  the  climes  of  your  foe,  -s 

IX. 

*•  Alas  r  in  your  filence  I  read 

**  The  fentence  I'm  doomed  to  deplore  ; 

*'  'Tis  plain  the  great  Pan  has  decreed 

"  My  orchard  Ihail  Hourifn  no  more.-  -36 
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X. 

Thegoddefs  flew  off  in  defpair, 

As  all  her  I'weet  honours  declin'd. 

And  Plenty  and  Pleaiure  declare 

They'll  loiter  no  longer  behind.  4^ 

DELTA: 

A   PASTORAL, 

1  HE  gentle  Avanwith  graceful  pride 

Her  gloiTy  plumage  laves, 

And  iailing  down  the  filver  tide 

Divides  the  whifp'ring  v.aves.  4 

Xlie  iilver  tide  that  wand'ring  ilov/'^, 

Sweet  to  the  bird  niuft  be  ; 

But  not  fo  fv.  eet,  blitlie  Cupid  knov/s, 

As  Delia  is  to  nie.  § 

A  parent  bird,  in  plaintive  mood. 

On  yonder  fruit-tree  lung, 

And  irill  the  pendent  nelt  fiie  viewed 

That  held  her  callow  young  :  iJ- 

Dear  to  the  mother's  fluttTing  heart 

The  genial  brood  rauft  be  ; 

But  not  fo  dear,  the  thoufandth  part, 

As  Delia  is  to  me.  i'-^ 

III. 
The  rofes  that  my  brows  I'urround 
Were  natives  of  the  dale  ; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  the  garland  bound, 
Before  their  fweets  grew  pale  !  2' 

My  vital  bloom  would  thus  be  froze 

If  lucklefs  torn  from  tliee  ; 

For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rofe, 

My  Delia  is  to  me,  24- 

IV. 

Two  doves  I  found,  like  new-fall'n  fnow, 
Sq  -white  the  beauteous  pair! 
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The  birds  to  Delia  I'll  be/low  5 

They're  like  her  bofom,  fair !  2g 

When  in  their  chafte  connubial  love 

My  fecret  v.i(h  flie'll  fee, 

Such  mutual  blifs  as  turtles  prove 

May  Delia  Ihare  with  me  !  3^ 

DAMON  AND  PHILLIS, 

A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE. 
Donee  gratus  crani,  &c. 
»^j  DAMON. 

W  HEN  Phillis  was  faithful,  and  fond  as  fliers  fair, 
I  tv/ifled  young  rofes  in  wreaths  for  my  hair ; 
Bs^r,  ah  !   the  fad  willow's  a  fhadc  for  my  brcv.s, 
For  Phillis  no  longer  remembers  her  vows !  4 

To  thegroveswith'youngColinthe  fliepherdefs  flies, 
While  Dam.ondiffurbs  the  fill  plains  with  liis  fighs, 
PHIL.  Bethink  you,  falfe  Damon  !  before^you 
upbraid  : 
When  Phcebe's  fair  lambkin  had  veflerday  flray'd. 
Thro'  the  woodlands  you  wander'd,   Poor   Phillis 

forgot  ! 
And  drove  the  gay  rambler  quite  home  to  her  cot. 
A  fwain  fo  deceitful  no  damfel  can  prize  ;  n 

'Tis  Phoebe  not  Phillis  lays  claim  to  your  fighs. 
DAM.  Likefurnmer-s  full  feafon young  Phoebe  is 
^r  manners  are  graceful, untainted  her  mind!  T  kind; 


Her  manners  are  graceful, untainted  her  mind!  [kind; 
The  fweets  of  contentment  her  cottage  adorn  ;      15 
She's  fair  as  the  rofe-bud,  and  frefh  as  the  Morn ! 
She  fmiles  like  Pomona — Thefe  Imiles  I'd  refigi:, 
Jf  Phillis  were  fiuthful  and  deign'd  to  be  mine? 

PHIL.  On  the  tabor  young  Colin  fo  prettily  plays. 
He  fings  me  fweet  fonnets,  and  writes  in  mv  praife  ! 
He  chofe  me  his  true-love  ialt  Valentine-day,  21 
When  birds  fat  like  bridegrooms  all  pair'd  on  the 

fpray ; 
\  et  I'd  drive  the  gay  fnepherd  far,  far  from  m.y  mind^ 
U  Damon  the  rover  v/ere  conllant  aad  kind,' 
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DAM.   Fine  folks,   my  fvveet  Phillis !   may  revel 

and  range, 
But  fleeting's  the  plevifure  that's  founded  on  change  1 
In  the  villager's  cottage  fuch  conftancy  fprings,   27 
That  peafajits  with  pity  may  look,  down  on  kin-^s. 
To  the  church  tlicn  let's  haftea,  oar  tranfporc^  vn 

bind, 
And  Damon  will  always  prove  faithful  andkin:].^?) 
PHIL.  To  the  church  then  let's  haften,  our  trn.;t'"- 

ports  to  bind, 
And  Phillis  will  always  prove  faithful  and  kind.  32 

CORYDON : 

A    PASTORAL. 

To  ihe  Memory  of  iFilliam  Shenjlone,  Efq. 

Gome,  Shepherds!  we'll  follow  the  Iiearfe, 

We'll  fee  our  lov'd  Corydon  laid! 

Tho'  forrow  may  blemiih  the  verfe, 

Yet  let  a  fad  tribute  be  paid.  4 

They  called  him  the  Pride  of  the  Plain; 

In  footh  he  was  gentle  and  kind  ! 

He  mark'd  on  his  elegant  drain 

The  graces  that  glow'd  in  his  mind.  & 

II. 
On  purpofe  ]-ie  planted  yon  trees 
That  birds  in  the  covert  might  dwell  3 
He  cultur'd  his  thyme  for  the  bees. 
But  never  v/ould  rifle  their  cell.  j : 

Ye  lambkins,  that  play'd  at  his  feet. 

Go  bleat,  and  your  mailer  bemoan  ; 

His  m.ufic  was  artlefs  and  fweet, 

His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own.  1^ 

in. 
No  verdure  fhall  cover  the  vale, 
Kt?  bloom  on  the  bloffoms  appear  ; 
The  fweets  of  the  foreft  fhall  fail^, 
And  Vii  inter  difcolour  the  year,  2: 


^S' 


%rffitnfhaTti^idrt^  an  i- "^ 
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^o  birds  in  our  hedges  fhall  fir.g;, 

(Our  hedges,  fj  vocal  before  if 

Since  he  that  Ihould  welcome  the  Tpring 

Salutes  the  gay  feafon  no  more.  '^  24. 

IV. 

His  Philliswas  fond  of  his  praife, 

And  poets  came  round  in  a  thron^-  ; 

They  liften'd— they  envy\l  his  la)^s' 

But  which  of  them  equall'd  his  fong  ?  2$ 

Ye  Shepherds  !  henceforward  be  mute 

For  loft  is  the  paftoral  ftrain ; 

So  give  me  my  Corvdons  flute. 

And  thus— let  me  break  it  in  twain.  32 

CORYDON  AND  PHILLIS  : 

A  PASTORAL. 

Her  fheep  had  in  clufters  crept  clofe  by  the  grove. 
To  hide  irom  the  rigours  of  day, 
And  Phillis  herfeif  in  a  woodbine  alcove 
Among  the  freih  violets  lay  ; 

A  youngling,  it  feems,  had  been  rtol'n  from  its  dam 
('Twixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot,) 
That  Cor>'don  might, 'as  he  fearch'd  for  his  lamb 
Arrive  at  this  critical  fpot.  g 

IT. 

As  thro'  the  gay  hedge  for  his  lambkin  he  peeps. 
He  lav/  the  iwect  maid  with  lurunTe  •  ^     ^  ' 

;;  }^  ^°/'!  ^^/«  killing,"  he^ry'd,  <*  when  fhe 
*'  I  m  loft  when  (he  opens  her  eyes  !  ^  [Heeps, 

!!  To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  mv  heart,  ' 

J  11  onwards,  my  lambkin  to  trace. 
In  vain  honefc  Corydon  ftrove  to  depart 
For  Love  had  him  nail'd  to  the  place.  16 

^'Hufn,  huflrdbe   thefj'birds;  what  a   bawlino- 
they  keep!"  * 

He  cry'd,  *'  you're  too  loud  on  the  fpray  : 
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*'  DoiYt  yau  fee,  foolifh  Lark !   that  the  charmer's 

afleep  ? 
*'  Yoir  11  av.ake  her  zs  fure  as  'tis  day.  20 

•<'  Kow  dare  that  fond  butterrly  touch  tlie  fweet 

maid  ! 
^'  Her  cheek  he  miflakes  for  the  rofe  : 
<*  I'd  pat  liim  t©  death,  if  1  was  not  afraid 
*.*  My  boldiiefs  would  break  her  repofe."  24. 

IV. 

Young  Phillis  look'd  up  with  a  languiiTiing  fmile : 
*'  Kind  Shepherd/''  fne  faid,  *'  you  miilake ; 
<*  I  laid  myfelf  dcv/n  juft  to  reft  me  awhile, 
*'  But,  truft  ine,  have  Itiil  been  awake."  2S 

The  fliepherd  took  courage,  advanc'd  with  a  bowj 

He  plac'd  himfelf  clofe  by  her  fide. 

And  managed  the  matter  I  cannot  tell  how, 

But  yefterday  made  her  his  bride.  32 

CONTENT : 

A    PASTORAL. 

O'ER  moorkands  and  mountains,    rude,    barren^ 

and  bare, 
As  'wilder'd  and  Vv'eary'd  I  roam, 
A  gentle  young  ihepherdefs  fees  my  defpair, 
An'd  leads  me— o'er  lawns — to  her  home.  4 

Yellow  fiieaves  from  rich  Ceres  her  cottage  had 
Green  ruHies  were  ftrew'd  on  herfi^or,  [crown'd 
Her  rafenvjnt  fweet  woodbines  crept  wantonly 
And  deck'd  the  fod  feats  at  her  doqr.  [round, 

II. 
We  fat  ourfelves  down  to  a  cooling  repaJt, 
Frelh  fruits  !   and  (he  cull'd  me  the  beft  ; 
While  thrown  from  my  guard  by  fome  glances  inz 

caft. 
Love  ilyly  ftole  into  my  breaft.  i- 

r  told  my  loft  wiihes  ;   (he  fweetly  reply'd, 
(  Yc  virgins  1   her  voice  was  divine  !) 
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*^  I've  rich  ones  rejected,  and  ejreat  ones  denv'd, 
*'  Bur  take  me,  fond  fliepherd---rm  thine."  '      i6 

HI. 

Her  ait  was  fo  modeft,  her  afpeft  fo  ir.eek, 
So  /imple,  yet  fvveet,  v/ere  her  chi^rms  ! 
*1  kifs'd  the  ripe  rofes  that  glovv'd  on  her  cheek. 
And  lock'd  the  dear  maid  in  my  arms,  20 

Now  jocund  together  v,e  tend  a  few  (heep. 

And  if  by  yon'  prattler,  the  fiream, 

P.eclin'd  on  her  bofcm  I  fink  into  deep. 

Her  image  fiiii  fofcens  my  drearn.  2+ 

IV. 

Together  we  range  o\v  the  flow-rifing  hills, 
Delighted  with  pafiorai  views, 
Or  reft  on  the  rock  whence  the  ftreamlet  diftills. 
And  point  out'new  themes  for  my  Mufe.  2S 

To  pomp  or  proud  titles  fhe  ne'er  did  afpire  ; 
The  damfel's  of  humble  delcent  : 
The  cottager  Peace  is  well  known  for  her  fire, 
And  Ihepherds  have  nam'd  her  Content.  52 

THE  RESPITE: 

A    PASTORAL. 

Ah  !  what  is  it  to  m.e  that  the  grafihopper  fings  ? 
Or  what  that  the  meadows  are  fair  ? 
That  (like  little  fiow'rets,  if  mounted  on  wings) 
The  buKerilies  flaunt  it  in  air  I  4 

Ye  Birds  !   PU  no  longer  attend  to  a  lay  ; 
Your  haunts  in  the  foreft  refign  : 
Shall  you  with  your  true-loves  be  happy  all  d^y, 
Whiift  I  am  divided  from  mine  t  "  S 

II. 
"Where  woodbines  and  vnilows  inclin'd  to  unite 
We  twifted  a  blooming  alcove, 
And  oft  has  my  Damon  with  fmiles  of  delight 
Declared  it  the  mantle  of  love.  °  1 3 

The  rofes  that  crept  to  our  mutual  recefs^ 
And  refted  among  the  fweet  boughs. 
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Are  faded — they  droop — and  tliey  cannot  do  lefs, 
For  Damon  is  falfe  to  his  vows.  lO 

III. 
This  oak  has  for  ag;es  the  tempefl  defy'd  ; 
We  call  it — the  King  of  the  Grove  ; 
Ke  fvvcre  a  light  breeze  fliould  its  centre  divide 
>Vhen  he  was  not  true  to  his  love.  20 

Come,  come,  gentle  Zephyr  !  in  juftice  defcend  j 
His  falfehood  youTe  bound  to  dilplay  : 
This  oak  and  its  honours  yoirll  ealily  rend. 
For  Damon  has  lei't  me — a  day.  24 

IV. 

The  fhep]>erd  rudvd  forth  from  behind  the  thick 
Prepar'd  to  make  Phillida  blefsM  ;  [tree. 

And  clafping  the  maid  from  an  heart  full  of  glee, 
The  cauie  of  his  abfence  confefsM.  2S 

High  raptures,  'twas  told  him  by  mafters  in  love, 
Too  often  repeated,  w-ould  cloy  ; 
And  Refpites  he  found  were  the  means  to  improve. 
And  lengthen  the  moments  of  joy.  32 

A  PASTORAL*. 

I. 

Where  the   fond  zephyr   thro'  the  woodbine 

plays, 
And  wakes  Av-eet  fragrance  in  the  mantling  bowY, 
Mear  to  that  grove  my  lovely  bridegroom  ilays 
IiPxpatient,  for  'tispaft  the  promis'd  hour.  4 

II. 
Lend  me  thy  light,  O  ever  fparkling  ftar, 
Brioht  Hefper!  In  thy  glowing  pomp  arrayed, 
Look  dow^n,  look  down^  from  thy  all-gloricus  car. 
And  beam  protection  on  a  wandering  maid..  8 

III. 
'Tis  to  efcape  the  penetrating  fpy, 
And  pafs  unnotic'd  from  malignant  fight. 
This  dreary  wafte,  full  refolute,  I  try, 
And  truft  my  footfteps  to  the  fliades  of  night.     12 

'h  The  hint  of  this  Pafroral  vas  taken  from  the  Seventh  IdyUiiim  of 
Mcfchcs,  tranllated  by  Dr.  Broome. 
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IV. 

The  moon  has  flipp'd  behind  an  envious  cloud  ; 
Her  fniiles  fo  gracious  I  no  longer  view  : 
Let  her  remain  behind  that  en\'"ious  fhroud  ; 
My  hopes,  bright  Hefperus!   depend  on  you.       16 

V. 

No  rancour  ever  reach'd  my  harmlefs  breaft  ; 
I  hurt  no  birds,  nor  rob  thebuftiing  bee  : 
Hear  then  what  Love  and  Innocence  requeft, 
And  (hed  ycurkindeft  influence  on  me.  20 

VI. 

Thee,  Venus  loves,  firfl:  twinkler  of  the  (ky, 

Thou  art  her  ftar  in  golden  radiance  gay  ! 

On  my  diflrerfes  caH:  a  pitying  eye; 

Adift  me — for,  alas!   Pve'loit  my  way.  24 

VII. 

I  fee  the  darling  of  my  foul — my  love  ! 
Expreflion  cann't  the  mighty  rapture  tell  : 
He  leads  me  to  the  bofom  of  the  grove. 
Thanks,  gentle  ftar — kind  Hefperus,  farewel '      z% 

A  PASTORAL  HYMN 

TO    JANUS. 

On  the  Birth  of  the  Slueen, 

Te  primum  pia  thura  rojcr.t...te  vota  falutent, 
• te  colat  onniis  homos.     Mart,  ad  Janum. 

10  Janus,   gentle  Shepherds!  raife  a  Hirine  j 

His  honours  be  divine  ! 

And  as  to  mighty  Pan,  v.ith  homage  bow : 

To  him  the  virgin  troop  fhall  tribute  bring; 

Let  him  be  hail'd  like  the  green-livery'd  Spring, 

Spite  of  the  wintry  dorms  that  ftain  his  brow.       6 

II. 
The  pride,  the  glowing  pageantry  of  May, 
Glides  wontonly  away  : 
But  January,!  in  his  rougfi-fpun  veft, 

t  This  little  Poem  w^as  written  on  the  fuppofition  that  Her  Majefty's 
birthday  was  really  in  the  month  of  Jiiiaary. 
C 
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Boafts  the  full  blefiings  that  can  ne\  er  facie  ; 

He  that  gave  birth  to  the  illaftrious  maid 

Whofe  beauties  make  the  Britlih  monarch  bleit!  12 

III. 
Could  the  foft  Spring,  with  all  her  funny  fnovvers, 
The  frolic  nurfe  of  flowers  ! 
Or  flaunting  Summer,  fiulh'd  in  ripen'd  pride, 
Could  they  produce  a  finiih'd  p^!ece  fo  rare  ? 
Or  from  his  golden  (tores  a  gift  fo  fair,' 
Say,  has  the  fertile  Autumn  e'er  i'upply'd  ?  i'6 

IV. 

Kenceforv/ard  let  tlie  hoary  month  be  gay, 

As  th'e  white-hawthcrn'd  May  ! 

The  laughing  goddefs  of  the  ipring  difoy.n'd, 

Her.rofy  vvreath  fhall  on  his  brows  appear  : 

Old  Janu-?,  as  he  leads,  fhall  nil  the  year, 

And  the  lefs  fruitful  Autumn  be  dethroned.        24 

V. 

Above  the  other  months  fupremely  bleft! 

Glad  Janus  ftands  confefs'd, 

He  can  behold,  with  retrofpecllve  face, 

The  mighty  blelllngs  of  the  year  gone  by  ; 

Where,  to  connett  a  monarch's  nuptial  tie, 

AiTembled  evYy  Glory,  ev'ry  Grace  !  30 

VI. 

When  he  looks  forward  on  tlxC  f.att'ring  year, 

The  golden  hours  appear, 

As  in  the  facred  reign  of  Saturn  fair  : 

Britain  fliall  prove,  from  this  propitious  date, 

Her  honours  perfect,  victories  complete, 

And  Ipoall  the  brighteft  hopes,  a  Britiih  Heir.      3^ 
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THE  ANT  AND  CATERPILLAR: 

A    FABLE. 

A  S  an  Ant,  of  his  talents  fiiperiorly  vain, 
Was  trotting  with  confequence  over  the  plain, 
A  Worm,  in  his  progiefs  remarkr.bly  flow, 
Cry'd,  *^'  Blefs  your  good  Worlhip,  where -ever  you 

go  ! 
'*  I  hope  your  great  Mightlnefs  won't  take  it  ill    5 
*'  I  pay  my  refpefts  with  a  hearty  good  wiU/' 
With  a  look  of  contempt  and  impertinent  pride, 
"  Begone,  you  vile  reptile!"  his  Antfliip  reply'd. 
"  Go,  go  and  lament  your  contemptible  llate  ; 
*'  But  firft — look  at  me — fee  my  iimbs.  hov/  com- 
plete !  10 
"  I  guide  all  my  motions  with  freedom  and  eafe, 
*'  Run  bacl:ward  and  forv.ard,   and   turn  when  I 

pi  eafe. 
*'  Of  Nature  (grown  vvear>")  you  fliocking  elTay  ! 
*'  I  fpurn  you   thus  from  me — crawl  out   of  my 
way." 
The  reptile,  infulted,  and  vex'd  to  the  foul,     15 
Crept  omvards,  and  hid  himfelf  clofe  in  his  hule  - 
But  Nature,  determined  to  end  his  difirefs. 
Soon  fent  him  abroad  in  a  Butterfly's  drefs. 

Ere  long  the  proud  Ant,  as  repailing  the  road, 
(Fatigu'd  with  the  harveft,  and  tugging  his  load,) 
The  beau  on  a  violet  bank  he  beheld,  21 

Whofe  gefture  in  glory  a  monarch's  excelTd  ; 
His  plumage  expanded — 'twas  rare  to  behold 
So  lovely  a  mixture  of  purple  and  gold. 

The  Ant,  quire  amaz'd  at  a  figure  fo  gay,         25 
Bow'd  low  with  refpe6t,  and  was  trudging  av/ay  : 
"  Stop,   friend,"  fays  the  butterfly — "  don't  be 

furprls'd  ; 
'  I  once  was  the  reptile  you  fpurn'd  and  defpis'd  j 
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*'  But  now  I  can  mount  ;  in  the  funbeams  T  play, 
*'  While  you   mull   for   ever  drudge  on  in  your 
**vvay."  30 

MORAL. 

A  wretch  tho'  to-day  he's  o'erloaded  with  forrow, 
May  foar   above    thofe    that    opprefs'd  hini — to- 
morrow. 32 

THE  ROSE  AND  BUTTERFLY  : 

A   FABLE. 

At  day's  early  dawn,  a  gay  Butterfly  fpy'd 
A  budding  young  Rofe,  and  he  wilh'd  her  his  bride  ; 
She  blufti'd  when  fhe  heard  him  his  paiTion  declare, 
And  tenderly  told  him — he  need  not  defpair. 

Their  faith  was  foon  plighted,  as  lovers  would  do  ; 
He  fwore  to  be  conftant,  fhe  vow'd  to  be  true.  6 

It  had  not  been  prudent  to  deal  with  delay. 
The  bloom  of  a  Rofe,  pafTes  quickly  away. 
And  the  pride  of  a  Butterfly  dies  in  a  day. 

When  wedded,  away  the  wing'd  gentleman  hies  ; 
From  flow'ret  to  fiow'ret  he  wantonly  flies;        11 
Nor  did  he  revifit  his  bride  till  the  fun 
Had  lefs  than  one-fourth  of  his  journey  to  run. 

The  Rofe  thus  reproach'd  him — "  Already  fo 
cold! 
*'  How  feigned,  O  you  falfe  one!  the  paflion  you  told  ! 
*"Tis  an  age  fince  you  left  me."  She  meant  a  few 
hours;  16 

But  fuch  we'll  fuppofe  the  fond  language  of  flow'rs. 
**  I  faw  when  you  gave  the  bafe  vi'let  a  kifs  : 
**  How,  how  could  you  floop  to  a  meannefs  like 

this  ? 
*<  Shall  a  low  little  wretch,  whom  we  rofes  defpife, 
*'  Find  favour,  O  Love  !  in  my  Butterfly's  eyes  r2i 
**  On  a  tulip  quite  tawdry  I  faw  your  fond  rape, 
**  Nor  yet  could  the  pitiful  primrofe  efcape  : 
**  Dull  datfodils,  too,  were  with  ardour  addrefs'd  ; 
*-^  And  poppies,  ill-fcented,  you  kindly  carsfs'd."25 
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^  iie  coxcomb  was  piqu'd,   and  reply'd  with  a 
liieer,  [my  dear ! 

*VThat  ycu're  firfl:  to  complain,  I  com.mend  you, 
-^  But  know,  fromyourconducl:  my  maxims  I  drew, 
*'  And  it  Tm  inconftant  I  copy  from  you. 
**  I  faw  the  boy  Zephyrus  rifle  your  chamis  ;  30 
*'  I  faw  how  you  fimper'd  and  fmil'd  in  his  arms  ; 
*'  Tiie  honey-bee  kifs'd  you,  you  cannot  difown ; 
*'  You  favoured  befides — Oh  difhonour  ! — a  drone  : 
"  Yet  worfe— 'tis  a  crime  that  you  muft  not  deny, 
*'  Your  fvveets  were  made  common,  falfs  Rofe  !  to 
"a  fly."  35 

MORAL. 

This  law,  long  ago,  did  Lbve's  providence  make, 
That  e v'ry  coquette  Ihould  be  curs'd  with  a  rake. 37 

THE   SHEEP  AND  BPvAM3LE-BUSH  : 

.  A    FABLE. 

J\  i  hick-twilled  Brake,  in  the* time  of  a  {lorm, 

SeemM  kindly  to  cover  a  Sheep  ; 

So  fnuc:  for  a  while  he  lay  Ihelter'd  and  warm, 

it -quietly  footli'd  him  afleep.  4 

The   clouds  are  now  fcatter'd — the  winds  are   at 

peace, 
The  Sheep  to  his  pHfrare  inclin'd  ; 
But  ah!  the  fell  thicket  lays  hold  of  his  fieece-; 
His  coat's  left  a  forfeit  behind.  8 

My  Friend,  who  the  thicket  of  law  never  try'd, 
Coniider  before  you  ^et  in  ;    . 

Tjio'  judgment  and  fentence  are  pafs'd  on  your  fide. 
By  Jove!  you'ii  be  Seec'd  to  the  f]:in.  12 

THE  FOX  AND  CAT  : 

TA     F  A  B  L  E  . 
HE  Fox  and  the  Cat,  as  they  traveli'd  one  day, 
With  moral  difcourfes  cut  fliorter  the  way  : 
*'  Tis  great,"  fays  the  Fox,  '**  to  make  juftice  our 

guide !"         ■ 
</  Ho\y  godlike  is  mercy  I"'  Grimalkin  replv\!,      4 
c  3 
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While  thus  they  proceeded— a  wolf  from  the  wood 
Impatient  of  hunger,  and  thirfting  for  blood, 
Ruflrd  forth— as  he  faw  the  dull  Ihepherd  afleep, 
And  feiz'd  for  his  fupper  an  innocent  faeep. 
*'  In  vain,  wretched  Vittim  !   for  mercy  you  bleat  : 
**  When  mutton's  at  hand,"  fays  the  \volf,  ''  I  mud 

**eat."  '  lo 

Grimalkin's  aftoni(h'd-the  Fox  flood  aghafl, 

To  fee  the  fell  beaft  at  his  bloody  repaft.  [brutes! 

<<  What  a  V/retch!"  fays  the  Cat-,,'Tis  the  vileft  of 

"  Does  he  feed  upon   flefli  when  there's  herbage— 

and  roots  ?" 
Cries  the  Fox—*'  While  our  oaks  give  us  acorns  fo 

good,  15 

**  What  a  tyrant  is  this  to  fpill  innocent  blood  !" 
Well,  onward  they  march'd,  and  they  moraiiz'd 

ftiU, 
Till  they  came  where  fomic  poultry  pick'd  chaff  by  a 

mill: 
Sly  Reynard  furveyed  them  with  gluttonous  eyes, 
And  made  (fpite  of  morals)  a  pullet  his  prize.   20 
A  moufe  too,  that  chanc'd  from  her  covert  to 

flray. 
The  greedy  Grimalkin  fecur'd  as  her  prey. 
A  fpider,  that  fat  in  her  web  on  the  wall, 
Perceiv'd  the  poor  victims,  and  pity'd  their  fall. 
She  cry'd— '*  Of  fuch  murders  how  guiltlefs  am  I  !" 
So  ran  to  regale  en  a  new-taken  fly.  26 

MORAL. 

The  fauhs  of  our  neighbours  with  freedom  we  blame. 
But  tax  not  ourfelves  tho'  we  pra6life  the  fame.  28 


lALES. 


THE  THRUSH  AND  PIE: 


V-ON'C£  AL'D  within  a  hawthorn  bufh, 

We're  are  told,  that  an  experienc'd  Thrufh 

Inltructed,  in  the  prime  of  fpring, 

Many  a  neighboring  bird  to  ling  : 

Siic  carolTd,  and  iier  various  fong  5 

Gave  ledbns  to  the  liftening  throng  : 

But  (th'entangling  boughs  between) 

'Tv/a>  her  delight  to  teadh  unfeen. 

At  length  the  little  wondering  race 
Would  lee  their  fav'rite  face  to  face  :  10 

They  thouglit  it  hard  to  be  deny'd, 
And  begg'd  that  flie'd  no  longer  hide, 
O'er-modeft  worth's  peculiar  fault. 
Anotiier  Ihade  the  tut'refs  fouglit, 
And,  lotli  to  be  too  much  admir'd,  15 

In  fecret  from  the  bufa  retir'd. 

An  impudent,  prefuming  Pie,- 
Malicious,  ignorant,  and  fly, 
Stole  to  the  matron's  vacant  feat, 
And  in  her  arrogance  elate,  20 

Ruih'd  forward — with — "  My  friends,  you  fee 
**  The  miftrefs  of  the  choir  in  me  ; 
'*  Here  be  your  due  devotion  paid ; 
**  1  am  the  fongftrefs  of  the  Ihade." 

A  linnet,  that  fat  lift'ning  nigh,  25 

Made  the  impoftor  this  reply  : 
**  I  fancy,  friend  I  that  vulgar  throats 
*'  Were  never  form'd  for  warbling  notes  • 
*f  But  if  thefe  leffons  came  from  you, 
*<  Repeat  them  in  the  public  view  :  -C^ 

**  That  your  afTertions  may  be  clear, 
♦*  Let  us  behold  as  well  as  hear." 
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The  leu^tlrning  fong,  the  foft'ning  ftrain, 
Our  chatt'nng  Pie, attempts  in  vain; 
For,  to  the  fooPs  eternal  Ihame,  35 

All  fhe  could  conipafs  was  a  fcream. 

The  birds,  enrag'd  ..round  her  ily,, 
Nor  fhelter  nor  defence  is  nigh  : 
The  caitiff  wretch  diftrefs'd  forlorn. 
On  ev'ry  fide  is  pecK''d  and  torn,  4^ 

Till,  for  her  vile  atrocious  lies, 
Under  their  angry  beaks  flte  dies. 

Such  be  his  fate,  wjiofe  fcoundrel  claim 
Obtrudes  upon  a  neighbour's  fan^.e. 

Friend  E ,  the  tale  apply  :  45 

You  are  yourfelf — the  chatt'ringPie, 
Repent;  and,  with  a  confcious  blulii, 
Go  make  atonement  to  the  Truili.  a'-^ 


THE  PICTURE: 

A    TALE. 

JTl  Portrait,  at  my  Lord's  command. 

Completed  by  a  curious  hand, 

For  dabblers  in  the  nice  '^'ertu 

His  Lordfhip  {^\.  the  piece  to  vicv/. 

Bidding  their  Connoiiieurfhips  tell  5 

"Whether  the  work  was  finifn'd  well. 

*'  Why,"  fays  the  loudeft,  "  on  my  wordj 

*'  'Tis  not  a  iikenefs,  good  my  Lord  ; 

*'  Nor,  to  be  plain,  for  fpeak  I  mAifl, 

''*  Can  T  pronoimce  one  feature  jufi;.'"  lO 

Another  effort  ftraight  v/as  made, 

Another  portraiture  efTay'd  ; 

The  judges  were  again  befought 

Each  to  deliver  what  he  thought, 

*'  Worfe  than  the  firft" — the  critics  bawl.  ;  35 

**  Oh  what  a  mouth  !   how  monftrous  fmali ! 

**  Look' at  the  cheeks — liow  lank  and  thin  I 

\^  See  what  a  molt  prepollYoas  chin  1" 
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After  remonfLrancc  made  in  vam, 

**  riJ,"  lays  tlie  Painter,  *'  once  again  20 

**  (If  my  good  Lord  vouchfafes  to  fit) 

*'  Try  tor  a  more  f'uccersful  hit ; 

*'  If  you'll  to-morrow  deign  to  call, 

*'  We'll  have  a  piece  to  pleafe  you  all." 

To-morrow  comes — a  Picture's  plac'd  35 

Before  thofe  fpurious  fons  of  Talle — 

In  their  opinions  all  agree 

This  is  the  vileft  of  the  three. 

"  Know — to  confute  your  envious  pride,'* 

His  Lordfhip  from  the  canvas  cry'd,  30 

**  Know — that  it  is  my  real  face 

*'  Where  you  could  no  refemblance  trace  : 

*'  I  have  try'd  you  by  a  lucky  trick, 

'*  And  prov'd  your  genius  to  the  quick. 

**  Void  of  all  judgment — ^juftice — lenfe, 

**  Out — ye  pretending  varlets  ! — hence." 

The  ConnoifTeurs  depart  in  hafte, 
Defpis'd— detected — and  difgrac'd.  3S 


THE  WITCH: 


A  Witch  that  from  her  ebon  chair 

Could  hurl  deftruiStlon  thro'  the  air. 

Or,  at  her  all-commanding  will, 

Make  the  tumultuous  ocean  flill, 

Once  by  an  incantation  fell,  ^ 

(  A  s  the  recording  Druids  tell) 

Pluck'd  the  round  moon,  whofe  radiant  light 

Silvered  the  fober  moon  of  night, 

From  t!ie  domain  fne  held  above, 

Down  to  a  dark  infernal  grove.  .         10 

*'  Give  me,"  the  goddefs  cry'd,  "  a  caufe 
*'  V/hy  you  diflurb  my  fecret  laws. 
"  Look  at  my  train — yon  wondYing  hoft, 
"  See  how  the  trembling  ftars  are  loft  ? 
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**  Thro'  the  celeftial  regions  wide      , 

*'  Why  do  they  range  \viLhout  a  guide  ? 

**  Chaos  from  our  confufion  may 

*'  Hope  for  his  old  deteiled  rway." 

^'  I'm,"  fays  the  ¥/itch,  "  fevereiy  crofs'd  ; 

<'  Know  that  my  fav'rite  fquirrel's  loft ! 

*'  Search,  for  TU  have  creation  torn, 

*'  If  he's  not  found  before  the  znorn."" 

Soon  as  the  impious  charge  was  giv'n,  ' 
From  the  tremendous  ftores  of  heav'n, 
Jove,  with  a  bolt  revengeful  red, 
iStruck  the  detefted  monfter  dead. 

If  there  are  flaves,  to  pity  blind, 
"With  pow'r  enough  to  plague  mankind. 
That,  for  their  ov/n  nefarious  ends, 
Tread  upon  Freedom  and  her  Friends, 
Let  'em  beware  the  Witch's  fate  ; 
When  their  prefumption's  at  the  height, 
Jove  with  his  angry  powers  alTLime, 
And  the  curs'd  mifcreants  meet  their  doom. 


^S  1 


25 
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ODES. 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE  ON  iMUSIC. 

v_.EASE,  gentle  Sounds  !   nor  kill  me  quite 

V/ith  fuch  excefs  of  fvvcet  delight  ; 

Each  trembling  note  invades  my  heart. 

And  thrills  thro'  ev'ry  vital  part  ; 

A  fott — a  pleaiing  pain  ^ 

Piiruies  my  heated  blood  thro""  ev'ry  vein. 

What — what  does  the  enchantment  jneaa  ? 

Ah  !  give  the  charming  magic  o'er, 

iViy  beating  heart  can  bear  no  more. 

II. 
Now,  v.'ild  with  fierce  defu-e,  iq 

My  bread  is  all  on  fire  ! 
In  fbi'ten''d  raptures,  now  I  die  ! 
Can  empty  found  fuch  joys  impart  ? 
Can  Mulic  thus  tranfport  the  heart 
With  melting  ecftafy  ?  ^  Xj 

O,  Art  divine  !   exalted  ble'fling  ! 
Each  celcftial  charm  expreHing  ! 
Kinded  gift  the  guds  bellow  ! 
Sweeteft  good  that  mortals  knovv' ! 

III. 
When  feated  in  a  verdant  fhade  20 

(Like  tuneful  Thyrfis)  Orpheus  play'd, 
The  dillant  trees  forfake  the  v.ood, 
The  lift'ningbeafts  neglett  their  food, 
To  hear  the  heav'nly  found  ; 

The  Dryads  leave  the  mountains,  2^ 

The  Naiads  quit  the  fountains, 
And  in  a  fprightly  chorus  dance  around. 

IV, 

To  raife  the  ftately  walls  of  ancient  Troy, 
Sv/eet  Phoebus  did  his  tuneful  harp  employ  : 
See  vi^liat  foft  harmony  can  do !  35 

The  moving  rocks  ttie  found  purfue, 
Till  in  a  large  collected  mafs  thev  grew. 
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Had  ThyiTis  liv'd  in  thefe  remoter  days, 

His  were  the  chaplet  of  immortal  bays  : 

Apollo's  harp  unknown, 

The  ihepherd  had  remair/d  of  fong 

The  deity  alone.  3-7 

A  BIR.TH-DAY  ODE, 

PERFORMED    AT    THE    CASTLE    OF    DUBLIN, 
RECITATIVE. 

id  ARK — how  the  foul  of  Mufic  reigns, 
As  when  the  firft  great  birth  of  nature  fprung ! 
When  Chaos  burfl  his  maffy  chains, 
'Twas  thus  the  cherubs  fu ng  : 

AIR. 

Hail — hail  !   from  this  aufpicious  morn  5 

Shall  Britilh  glories  rife  ; 

Now  are  the  mighty  treafures  bora 

That  fhall  Britannia's  fame  adorn. 

And  lift  her  to  the  ikies. 

RECITATIVE. 

Let  George's  mighty  banners  ipread,  jo    | 

His  lofty  clarions  roar, 

Till  warlike  Echo  fills  with  dread 

Tlie  hoftilc  Gallic  fhore. 

AIR. 

Mark — how  his  name  with  terror  fills  ! 

The  magic  found  Rebellion  kills,  i  5    i 

And  brightens  all  the  northern  hiils,  "     j 

V7hei"e  pallid  Trealbns  dweii  ; 

The  monfter  Ihall  no  more  arife, 

LJpon  the  ground  Ihe  panting  lies  ; 

Beneath  hisWilliam's  foot  Ihe  dies,  20 

And  now  Ihe  links  to  hell. 

RECITATIVE. 

IJnfie — let  lerne's  harp  be  newly  flrung, 
And  after  mighty  George  be  William  Jfung. 

AIR. 

Talk  no  more  of  Grecian  glory, 

William  ftands  the  fiiit  in  Irory  ;  25 
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He  with  Britlfh  ardour  glows  :  - 

^ee— the  pride  of  Gallia  fading  \ 
See— the  youthful  warrior  leading 
Britons  vengeful  to  their  foes  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

Fair  is  the  olive-branch  Hibernia  boafls, 

Nor  fhall  the  din  of  war  diflurb  her  coafts  :  ^'' 

While  Stanhope  fmiles  her  fons  are  bielt 

in  native  loyalty  confefi:.  ■* 

AIR. 

See — O  fee,  thrice  happy  iHe  ! 

See  what  gracious  George  bcftowM  ; 

Twice  *  have  you  feen  a  Stanhope  Imlle  ,•  ^^ 

Thefe  are  gift§  become  a  god  ! 

Row  the  grateful  iflahd  glows  1 

Stanhope's  name  fnall  be  rever'd 

■Whihr  by  fubjeCfs  and-  by  foes     '  ■  ^  ^o 

Sacred  George  is  lov'd  and  feard. 

CHORUS. 

Like  PerfianSj  to  the  rifing  lun 
Kefpectful  homage  pay  ; 
At  George's  birth  our'joys  begun  | 
Salute  the  glorious  day  !   ^ 

AN  ODE, 
For  the  Birth-day  of  the  King  cfprujtu, 
Arma  vircumque  cano.  ;->j. 

•»,«-  RECITATIVE. 

iMORE  glorious  than  the  comet's  blaze^ 
That  thro'  the  ftarry  regions  in  ays, 
From  Zembla  to  the  torrid  Zone 
The  mighty  name  of  PrufTia's  known. 

AIR. 

I. 
Be  banifh'd  from  the  books  of  Fame,  ^ 

Ye  deeds  in  diftant  ages  done  ! 
Loi'l:  and  inglorious  is  the  name 
Of  Hannibal  or  Philip's  fon. 

*  far:  of  Cfcelte;ficld  and  Earl  of  HaiTingron,  both  fuccefnve'.v  Lcrd- 

Lieutenants  of  Ircliad, 

D 
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Could  Greece  or  conquering  Carthsge  fing 

A  hero  great  as  PrulTia's  king  ?  i© 

II. 
Where  reftlefs  Envy  cann't  explore, 
Or  flattered  Hope  prefume  to  fly, 
Fate  bad  viftorious  Frederick  fbar 
For  laurels  that  can  never  die. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

III. 
His  rapids  bolts  tremendous  break  15 

Thro'  nations  arm'd  in  dread  array, 
Swift  as  the  furious  blafts  that  fluike 
The  bofom  of  the  frighted  fea. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

IV. 

In  vain  to  fliake  the  throne  of  Jove 

With  impious  rage  the  Giants  try'd  |  20 

'Gainft  Frederick's  force  the  nations  ftrove 

In  vain — their  havighty  legions  dy'd. 

Could  Greece,  &c. 

V. 

While  Prudence  guides  his  cliariot-Avheels, 
Thro'  Virtue's  facred  paths  they  roll  ; 
Immortal  Truth  his  bofom  fteels,  25 

And  guards  him  glorious  to  the  goal. 
Could  Greece,  Sec. 

VI, 

The  vengeful  lance  Britannia  wields 

In  concert  with  her  brave  ally, 

Saves  her  fair  Rofes  in  the  fields 

Where  Gaul's  detefted  Lilies  die.  30 

V/reaths  of  eternal  friendflnp  I'pring 

*Twixt  mighty  George  and  Pruifia'b  king. 

VII. 

The  jocund  bowl  let  Briton's  raife, 

And  crovv^n  the  jovial  board  with  mirth  ; 

Pill — to  great  Fred'rick's  length  o^  days,  35 

And  haifthe  hero's  glorious  birth — 

Could  Greece  or  conqu'ring  Cartilage  fing 

A  chieftain  fam'd  like  Pruilia's  king  ?  2^ 
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ANODE, 

Ci>mpofedfor  the  Birth-day  of  the  late  General  Blakney. 

The  Mufes'  harps,  by  Concord  ftrung, 

Loud  let  them  ftrike  the  feftal  lay, 

Wak'd  by  Britannia's  grateful  tongue. 

To  hail  her  hero's  natal  day. 

Arife,  paternal  Glory  !  rife,  S 

And  lift  you  Blakeney  to  the  (kies. 

Behold  his  warlike  banners  wave  1 

Like  Britain's  oak,  the  hero  flands 

Tlie  fliield,  the  flielter  of  the  brave, 

The  guardian  o'er  the  Britifh  bands.  lO 

Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

III. 
He  wrefts  the  wreath  from  Richlieu'sf  brows, 
Which  Fraud  or  Fa6ticn  planted  there  : 
France  to  the  gallant  hero  bows, 
And  Europe's  chiefs  his  name  revere.  15 

Arife  paternal,  &;c, 

IV. 

With  partial  conqueft  on  their  fide. 

The  fons  of  Gaul — a  pageant  crew  ! 

Rank  but  inglorious,  in  their  pride, 

To  Blakeney  and  his  yanquiih'd  few-  20 

Arife,  paternal,  &c. 

V. 

HibermaJ,  with  maternal  care. 

His  laboured  (latae  lifts  on  high  : 

Be  partial,  Time — the  trophy  fpare, 

That  Blakeney's  name  may  never  die. 

Arife,  paternal  Glory  !  rife, 

And  lift  your  Blakeney  to  the  fkies.  27 

t  Richlieu,  commander  of  the  expedition  agair.ft  Port-Mahoc. 

%  A  Aanie  was  erected  in  Dublin  to  the  memory  of  General  Blakeney, 

who  was  a  native  of  Irelaud. 

— »€>« — 

D  a 


:'  SONGS. 

MAY -EVE: 

OR,    KATE    OF    ABEKDEEyf. 

^i!f  '?c7  "^'"^^^'^  enamour'd  beam 
Steals  fotdy  through  the  n.Vht 
io  wanton  uith  the  winding  %eam 
And  kifs  reflected  light.   ^*   .  ^     . 

J^^-^'^1  °/  ^^^^  g^>  ^^^In.y  Sleep  !  ^ 


(Tis  where  you've  feldom  been) 

May's  v,g.l  while  the  ftepherdske.o 
With  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

In  rofy  chaplets  gay, 

Tul  Morn  j^nbar  her  golden  gate. 
And  give  the  promis'd  May. 

Methinks  r  hear  the  maids  declare 
The  promis'd  May,  when  feen. 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 


»  I 


in. 


13 


1& 


Mnke  up  the  tabor's  boldefl  notes, 
^V  e  11  roufe  the  nodding  grove  • 

InH  l'^'\^'''^'  ^^11  raife  their  throats. 
And  hail  the  maid  I  love 

And  fee  the  matin  lark  miftakes. 

He  quits  the  tufted  green  • 

Fond  Bird  !   'tis  not  the  morning  breaks  • 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen.  ' 

24 

Now  lightfome  o'er  the  1  J^el  mead. 
Where  midnight  Fairies  rove, 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  we'll  lead. 
Or  tune  the  reed  to  love  j  ' 
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For  fee,  the  rofy  May  draws  nigh  ; 

She  claims  a  virgin  queen  ; 

And,  hark !   the  happy  fhepherds  cry, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen  !  3» 


KITTY  FELL. 

1  HE  courtly  bard,  in  verfe  fublime, 

May  praife  the  toafted  belle  ; 

A  country  maid  (in  carelefs  rhyme) 

I  fing — my  Kitty  Fell !  ^ 

II. 
When  larks  forfakc  the  flow'ry  plain, 
And  Love's  iweet  numbers  fwell. 
My  pipe  fliall  join  their  morning  llrain 
In  praife  of  Kitty  Fell.  g 

III. 
Where  woodbines  twift  their  fragrant  fhade. 
And  noontide  beams  repel, 
I'll  reft  me  on  the  tufted  mead. 
And  fing  of  Kitty  Fell.  12 

iV. 

When  moon-beams  dance  among  the  boughs 

That  lodge  fweet  Philomel, 

I'll  pour  with  her  my  tuneful  vows. 

And  pant  for  Kitty  Fell.  i5 

V. 

The  pale-fac'd  pedant  burns  his  books, 

The  fage  forfalces  his  cell. 

The  foldier  fmocths  his  martial  looks, 

And  fighs  for  Kitty  Fell.  20 

VI. 

Were  mine,  ye  Great!  your  envy'd  lot, 

In  gilded  courts  to  dwell, 

I'd  leave  them  for  a  lonely  cot 

With  Love  and  Kitty  Fell.  24 


D3; 
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PHTLLIS  : 

A    PASTORAL    BALLAD, 

T       .  ^' 

1  Said,  on  the  banks  by  the  ftream 

I've  pip'd  for  the  fhepherds  too  long  ; 

Oh  grant  me,  ye  mufes  !   a  theme 

Where  glory  may  brighten  my  ibiig.  4 

But  Panf  bade  me  ftick  to  my  drain, 

Nor  lelTons  too  lofty  rehearfe. 

Ambition  befits  not  a  fwain-, 

And  Phillis  loVes  paftoral  verfe.  8 

ti. 
The  rofe,  tho'  a  beautiful  red. 
Looks  faded  to  Phillis's  bloom  ; 
And  the  breeze  from  the  bean-flower  bed 
To  her  breath's  but  a  feeble  perfume.  12. 

The  dew-drop,  fo  limpid  and  gay, 

That  loofe  on  tlie  violet  li&s, 

Tiio'  brighten'd  by  Phgebus's  ray, 

\Yants  luflre,  compar'd  to  her  eyes,  16 

III. 
A  lily  1  pluck'd  in  full  pride, 
its  frefhnefs  with  her's  to  compare. 
And  fooliflily  thought  (till  I  try'd) 
The  flow'ret  was  equally  fair.  20 

Howj  Corydon,  could  you  miftake  ? 

Your  fault  be  with  forrow  confefs'd  ; 

You  faid_the  white  fwans  of  the  lake 

For  foftnefs  might  rival  her  breaft.  34 

While  thus  I  went  on  in  her  praife^^ 

My  Phillis  pafs'd  fportive  along  : 

Ye  Poets  !   1  covet  no  bays ; 

She  fmil'd — a  reward  tor  ray  fongi  2S 

+  The  Author  intended  the  charafter  of  Pan  for  the  late  Mr.  -Shenfione, 
V  ^o  favoured  him  with  a  letter  o(  wu;  aUvifi^iig  idm  to  Bfcceed  ia  ths 
I'aftoral  aianncT,  • 
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1  find  the  god  Pan's  in  the  right, 
No  fame's  like  the  fair-one's  applaufe ! 
And  Cupid  muft  crown  with  delight 
The  Ihephcrd  that  iings  in  his  caufe.  3a 

FANNY  OF  THE  DALE. 

JLET  the  declining  damalk  rofe 

With  envious  grief  look  pale  ; 

The  fummer  bloom  more  freely  glows 

In  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ?  4 

H. 
Is  there  a  fweet  that  decks  the  field, 
pr  fcents  the  morning  gale, 
Can  fuch  a  vernal  fragrance  yield 
As  Fanny  of  the  Dale  ?  S 

III.  ' 

The  painted  belles,  at  court  rever'd, 
1,00k  lifelefs,  cold,  and  llale  : 
How  faint  their  beauties  when  compar'd 
With  Fanny  of  the  Dale.  12 

IV. 

The  willows  bind  Paflora's  brows, 

Her  fond  advances  fail ; 

For  Damon  pays  his  warmefl  vows 

To  Fanny  of  the  Dale.  16 

V. 

Might  honeft  truth  at  laft  fucceed, 

And  artlefs  Love  prevail. 

Thrice  happy  could  he  tune  liis  reed 

With  Fanny  of  the  Dale.  20 

DAPHNE: 

A    SONG. 

JvO  longer.  Daphne!  I  admire 

The  graces  in  thine  eyes  ; 

Continued  coynefs  kills  defire^ 

/i.r*d  familh'd  paflion  dies,  4r 
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Three  tedious  years  Vse  figh'd  in  vain, 

Nor  could  my  vows  prevail  ; 

With  all  the  rigours  of  difdain, 

You  fcorn'd  my  am'rous  tale.  S 

II. 
When  Celiacry'd,  '' How  fenfelefs  flie 
**  That  lias  fuch  vows  refus'd ! 
^*  Had  Damon  giv'n  his  heart  to  me, 
^'  It  had  been  kinder  us'd.  13 

*^  The  man's  a  fool  that  pines  and  dies 

*'  Eecaufe  a  woman's  coy  : 

^'  The  gentle  blifs  that  one  denies 

*'  A  thoufand  will  enjoy."  16 

III. 
Such  charming  words,  fo  void  of  art, 
Surprifmg  rapture  gave ; 
And  though  the  maid  fubdu'd  my  heart. 
It  ceased  to  be  a  Have.  20 

A  wretch  condemn'd  fliall  Daphne  prove, 

While,  blefb'd  without  reftraint, 

In  the  fweet  calender  of  love, 

My  Celia  ftands— a  faint.  24 


AMPHITRYON, 

.  RECITATIVE. 

Amphitryon  and  his  Bride,  a  godlike  pair? 
He  bra-ve  as  Mars,  and  flie  as  Venus  fair, 
On  thrones  of  gold  in  purple  triumph  plac'd, 
With  matchlefs  fplendor  held  the  nuptial  feaft  : 
Whilft  the  Wigh  roof  with  loud  applaufes  runo^,     5 
Enraptur'd,  thus  the  happy  hero  fung  ; 

AIR. 

Was  mighty  Jove,  defcending 

In  all  his  wrath  divine, 

Er.rap'd  at  my  pretending 

iTo  ci.ll  this  charmer  mine  ;  10. 
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His  fhafts  of  bolted  thunder 

With  boldnefs  I'd  deride  : 

Not  Heav'n  itfelf  can  lander 

The  hearts  that  love  has  ty'd,  14 

RECITATIVE. 

The  Thund'rer  heard ;  he  look'd  with  vengeance 

down, 
Till  Beauty's  glance  difarm'd  his  awful  frown. 
The  magic  inipulfe  of  Alcmena's  eyes 
Compeird  the  conquerM  god  to  qn(t  his  flcies  : 
He  feign'd  the  hufband's  forai,  pollefs'd  her  charms^ 
And  punifhed  his  prefumption  in  her  arms.         20 

AIR. 

He  deferves  fublimefl  pleafure 

Wlio  reveals  it  not  when  won  : 

Beauty's  like  the  mifer's  treafure  ; 

Boaft  it ;  and  the  fool's  undone  !  34 

Learn  by  this,  unguarded  lover  ! 
When  your  fecret  fighs  prevail, 
Not  to  let  your  tongue  difcover 
Raptures  that  you  ihould  conceal.  2& 


THYRSIS. 

1  HE  pendent  foreft  feem'd  to  nod,, 

In  drowfy  fetters  bound, 

And  Fairy  elves  in  circles  trod 

The  daify-painted  ground  ;  4 

When  Thyrfis  fought  the  confcious  grove. 

Of  flighted  vows  to  tell. 

And  thus  (to  footh  neglected  love) 

Invok'd  fad  Philomel :  '  j; 

II. 
**  The  ftars  their  filver  radiance  fhed^ 
''  And  filence  charms  the  plain  ; 
**  But  Where's  my  Philomela  fled 
«*  To  fmg  her  lovejorn  ftrain  >  la 
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*'  Hitlier,  all!   gentle  Bird  !   in  hade 

**  Direct  thy  hov'ring  wing  ; 

*'  The  vernal  green's  a  dreary  wafle 

*'  Till  you  vouchiafe  to  ling.  i6 

III. 
**  So  thrilling  fweet  thy  numbers  flow, 
**  (Thy  warbling  long  diftrefs'd  !  ) 
**  The  tear  that  tells  the  lover's  woe 
**  Falls  cold  upon  my  breaft.  20 

*'  To  hear  fad  Philomel  complain 

**  Will  fot'ten  my  defpair; 

*'  Then  quickly  fv/ell  the  melting  firain, 

*'  And  footh  a  lover's  care." —  24 

IV. 

*'  Give  up  all  hopes,  unhappy  Swain  !'* 

A  lift'ning  fage  reply'd, 

*'  For  what  can  Conftancy  obtain 

*'  From  unrelenting  Pi'ide  ?"  28  3 

The  fliepherd  droop'd — the  tyrant  Death  | 

Had  feiz'd  his  trembling  frame  : 

He  bow'd,  and  with  departing  breath 

Pronounc'd  Zaphira's  name.  32  j 

A  MAN  TO  MY  MIND. 

WRITTEN    AT    THE    REQUEST    OF    A    LADY. 

Since  wedlock's    m   vogue,    and    ftale   virgins-, 
defpis'd,  i 

To  allbatchelors  greeting,  thefe  lines  are  premis'd.  ] 

I'm  a  maid  that  would  marry,  but  where  fhall  I  find 

(I  wifh  not  for  fortune)  A  Man  to  my  Mind  ?        4 
II. 

^Not  the  fair-weather  fop,  fond  of  fafhion  and  lace; 

Not  the  fquire  that  can  w^ake  to  no  joys  but  the  chafe ; 

Not  the  free-thinking  rake,  whom  no  morals  cai> 
bind  : 

Neither  this— that— nor  Mother's  The  Man  to  my 
Mind.  ,  a  ) 
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III. 

Not  the  ruby-fac'd  lot,  who  topes  world  without 
end  ; 

Not  the  drone  who  cann't  relifli  liis  bottle  and  friend  ; 

Not  the  fool  that's  too  fond  ;  nor  the  churl  that's 
unkind  : 

Neither  this — that — nor  Mother's  the  Man  to  my 
IV.  [Mind. 

Not  the  wretch  with  full  bags,  without  breeding  or 
merit  ; 

Not  the  flalh,  that's  all  fury  without  any  fpirit ;  14. 

Not  the  tine  mafter  fribble  the  fcorn  of  mankind  : 

Neither  this — that — nor  t'other's  The  Man  to  my 
V.  [Mind. 

But  the  youth  in  whom  merit  and  fenfe  may  con- 
fpire,  [admire; 

Whom  the  brave  muft  efleem,  and  the  fair  fliould 

In  whofe  heart  love  and  truth  are  with  honour  com- 
bined :  19 

This — this — and  no  otlier'sTlie  Man  to  my  Mind. 

THE  MILLER: 

A    BALLAD. 

In  a  plain  little  cottage,  conveniently  neat, 
With  a  mill  and  fome  meadows,  a  freehold  euate, 
A  well-meaning  Miller  by  labour  fupplies 
Thofe  bleilings  that  grandeur  to  great  ones  denies  ; 
No  pafilons  to  plague  him,  no  cares  to  torment, 
Hisconftant  companions  are  Health  and  Content  ; 
Their  Lordlhips  in  lace  may  remark,  if  they  will. 
He's  honeft,  tho'  daub'd  by  the  dull  of  his  Mill.  S 

II. 
Ere  the  lark's  early  caroi^  falute  the  new  day. 
He  fprings  from  his  cott^ige  as  jocund  as  May  ; 
He  cheerfully  v.-hiftles,  regardlefs  of  care, 
Or  fings  the  laft  ballad  he  bought  at  the  fair.       12 
While  courtiers  are  toil'd  in  the  cobwebs  of  ilate, 
Or  bribing  elections  in  hopes  to  be  great, 
No  fraud  or  ambition  his  bofom  e'er  fill  ; 
Contented  he  worko  if  there's  grid  for  his  Mill,  16 
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On  Sunday,  bedeck'd  in  his  home-fpun  array. 
At  church  he's  the  loudeft  to  chaunt  or  to  play. 
Ke  fits  to  a  dinner  of  plain  Engliili  food  ; 
Tho'  (imple  the  pudding,  his  appetite's  good.     20 
At  night,  when  the  prieft  and  excifemarTare  gone, 
He  quaffs  at  the  alehoufe  with  Koger  and  John, 
Then  reels  to  his  pillow  and  dreanis  of  no  il!  : 
No   monarch  more  blefs'd  than  The  Man  of  tlie 
Mill.  ,^ 

THE  SYCAMORE  SHADE  : 

A    BALLAD.. 
^^  I. 

1  "OTHER  day,  as  I  fat  in  the  Sycamore  Shade, 
Young  Damon  came  whiftling  along  ; 
I  trembled — I  blulh'd — a  poor  innocent  maid  ! 
And  my  heart  caper'd  up  to  my  tongue,  4 

*'  Silly  iieart!"  I   cry'd,  <«  Fy  1  what  a   flutter  h. 

here  ! 
**  Young  Damon  defigns  you  no  ill  : 
*'  The  fhepherd's-fo  civil ^  you've  nothing  to  fear; 
*'  Then  pr'ythee,  fond  Urchin  !  lie  ftHI.'^^  g 

II. 
•Sly  Damon  drew  near,  and  knelt  down  at  mv  feet  - 
One  kifs  he  demanded — no  more  \ 
But  urg'd  the  foft  prelFure  with  ardour  fo  fweet, 
,  I  could  not  begrudge  him  a  fcore.  12 

My  lambkins  I've  kifs'd,  and  no  change  ever  found 
Many  times  as  we  playM  on  the  hill  ;  ' 

But  Damon's  dear  lips  made  my  heart  gallop  round. 
Nor  would  the  fond  Urchin  lie'  ftill.  i(5 

III. 
When  the  fun  blazes  fierce,  to  the  Sycamore  Shade 
For  flielter  I'm  fure  to  repair  ; 
And,  virgins !  in  faith  I'm  no  longer  afraid 
Although  the  dear  fliepherd  be  there.  20 

At  every  fond  kifs  that  with  freedom  he  takes, 
My  heart  m.ay  rebound  if  it  will : 
There's  fomething  fo  fweet  in  the  buftle  it  makes, 
ril  die  ere  I  bid  it  lie  flill,  24 
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THE   SEASON   FOR   LOVE. 

SET    IN    THE    SCOTS    STYLE,    BY    MR.    SHIELD, 
Aful  Jung  ai  VauxhalL 

In  fpring,  my  dear  Shepherds!  your  flow'rels  are 

They  breathe  all  their  fweetsin  the  funlhine  of  May, 
But  hang-  down  tlieir  heads  wlien  Decejr.ber  draws 
The  winter  of  life  is  like  that  of  the  year.     [near-. 

The  larks,  and  the  linnets,  that  chaunt  o'er  the 

plains, 
All,  all  are  in  love  while  the  fun";!ner  remains  ; 
Their  iVeethearts  in  autiinm  no  longer  are  dear  : 
The  winter  of  life  is  like  that  of  the  year.  iS 

The  Seafoa  for  Love  is  w  hen  youth's  in  its  prime  : 
Ye  lads  and  ye  laffes  !   make  ufc  of  your  time  : 
The  froft  of  old  age  will  too  quickly  appear  : 
The  w  inter  of  life  is  like  that  of  the  year.  12 

THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  PHILLIS  : 

■       A    BALLAD. 

lis   the  Birth-day  of  Phillis  ;    hark!    how  the 
birds  iing  ! 
Their  notes  are  remarkably  fweet  ; 
The  villagers  brought  all  the  honours  of  fpring, 
And  fcatter d  their  pride  at  her  feet .  4 

II. 
With  rofes  and  ribbands  her  lambkins  are  crov/n'd; 
Aw^hile  they  refpectfuliy  Hand  ; 
Then  on  the  gay  land,  with  a  frolic,  they  bound, 
But  firft  take  a  kifs  from  her  hand.  8 

III. 
'Mongft  fhepherds,  in  all  the  gay  round  of  the  year, 
This— this  is  their  principal  day  \ 
It  gave  Ph  ik;  birth  ;  and  pray  what  can  appeir 
More  pleafing  or  lovingly  gay  ?  i- 
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IV. 

Hark  !  hark  !   how  the  tabor  enlivens  the  fcene  ! 
Ye  Lads  with  your  Laffes  advance  ! 
'Tis  charming  to  fport  on  a  daily-drefs'd  crj-^-en 
And  Phillis  ihall  lead  up  the  dance.  "^        *  16 

V. 

The  Sun— and  he  Hiines  in  his  brightefl  airay 

As  it  on  this  feflival  proud, 

In  order  to  give  us  a  beautiful  day, 

Has  banifhM  each  travelling  cloud.  20 

VI. 

The  prieft  pafsM  along,  and  my  flieplierdefs  fighM» 
Sweet  Philii.  !— I  guefs'd  what  fhe  meant : 
V.  e  ftole  from  tl)e  pallimes— I  made  her  my  bride  r 
Her  figh  was  tlie  /igh  of  content.  ^,1 

THE  HAWTHORN  BOWER. 


I. 

vv'r 


PaLEMON  in  the  Hawthorn  bo 
With  fond  impatience  lay  , 
He  counted  ev'ry  anxious  hour 
That  ftretch'd  the  tedious  day. 

The  rofy  dawn  Paftora  nam'd, 
And  vovv'd  that  flieM  be  kind  ; 
But,  ah  !   the  fetting  fun  proclaimed 
That  women's  vows  are  wind. 

11, 
The  fickle  fex  the  boy  defyM, 
And  fwore,  in  terms  profane, 
That  Beauty,  in  Jier  brightelr  pride, 
Might  fue  to  him  in  vain. 

When  Delia  from  the  neighboring  glade 
AppearM  in  all  her  charms. 
Each  angry  vow  Palemon  made 
Was  loft  in  Delia's  arms, 

irr. 
The  lovers  had  not  long  reclla'd, 
Betore  Pallora  came  : 
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<*  Tnconrtancy,"  Hie  cry'd,  '*  I  find 

•'  In  evry  heart's  tlie  lame;  20 

•'  For  young  Alexis  figh'd  and  preft 

*'  With  fuch  bewitching  powY, 

**  J  quite  forgot  the  wifliing  gueft 

**  That  waited  in  the  bou 'r."  24 


THE  WARNING. 

Young  CoIln  once  courted  Myrtillathe  prude  ; 
If  lie  ligh'd  or  look'd  tender,  flie  cry^d  he  was  rude  ; 
The'  hebegg'd  with  devotion  foine  eafe  for  his  pain, 
The  fhepherd  got  nothing  but  frowns  and  difdain. 
Fatigu'd  with  her  folly,  his  fuit  he  gave  o'er,- 
And  vow'd  that  no  female  fliould  fetter  him  more. 6 

II. 
He  ftrove  with  all  caution  to  'fcape  from  the  net. 
But  Chloe  foon  caught  him — a  finifn'd  coquette  ! 
Sheglanc'd  to  his  glance,  flie  figlrd  to  his  fighs, 
And  flattered  his  hopes — in  the  language  of  eyes. 
Alas!   for  poor  Colin,  when  put  to  the  teft, 
Himfelf  and  his  pafTion  proved  both  but  Jier  jefl.12 

III. 
By  the  critical  third  he  was  fix'd  in  the  fnare  ; 
By  Fanny — gay,  young,  unaffected,  and  fair  5 
When  ihe  found  he  had  merit,  and  Love  took  his 
She  Jally'd  no  longer—but  yielded  her  heart,  [part. 
With  toy  they  fubmitted  to  Hymen's  decree, 
And  now  are  as  happy — as  happy  can  be.  i8 

IV. 

As  the  rofebud  of  beauty  foon  fickens  and  fades. 
The  prude  and  coquette  are  tw^o  flighted  old  maids  ; 
Now  their  fweets  are  all  walled-too  late  they  repent, 
For  tranfports  untafred,  for  moments  mifp'ent  ! 
Ye  Virgins  !   take  Warning  ;   improve  by  my  plan. 
And  fix  the  fond  youth  when  you  prudently  can. 24 
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FANCY. 

A  SONG  IN  A  PANTOMIME  ENTERTAINMENT. 

Fancy  leads  the  Cett^rM  fenfes 

Captives  to  her  fond  control  : 

Merit  may  have  rich  pretences. 

But  "tis  Fancy  fires  the  foul.  4. 

II. 
Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  meaning 
Fancy  flies,  a  Fairy  queen  ! 
Fancy,  wit  and  worth  difdaiuing, 
Gives  tlie  prize  to  Harlequin.  S 

HI. 

If  the  virgin's  falfe,  forgive  her  ; 

Fancy  was  your  only  foe 

Cupid  claims  the  dart  and  quiver,  / 

But  'tis  Fancy  twangs  the  bow,  32, 

NEWCASTLE  BEER. 

W  HEN  Fame  brought  the  news  of  Grcat-Eri tain's 

And  told  at  Olympus  each  Gallic  defeat,   [fuccefs. 

Glad  Mars  fent  by  Mercury  orders  exprefs 

To  fummon  the  deities  all  to  a  treat  : 

Blitlie  Coraus  was  plac'd  5 

To  guide  the  gay  feaft, 

And  freely  declared  there  was  choice  of  good  cheer. 

Yet  vow'd,  to  his  thinking, 

For  exquifite  drinking, 

Their  ne6tar  was  nothing  to  Newcaftle  Beer.        10 

u. 
The  great  god  of  War,  to  encourage  tlie  fun, 
And  humour  the  taite  of  his  whimucal  gue/l, 
Sent  a  meifage  that  moment  to  Moor's  *  for  a  tun 
Gf  ftingo,  the  (louteft,  the  brightell,  and  bed:. 
No  gods — they  all  fwore,  15 

|^,egard  fo  before, 

t  Moor'sj  at  the  fign  of  the  Sun,  Newcafde. 
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With  liquor  fo  lively,  fo  potent,  and  clear; 
And  each  deifyM  fellow 
Got  jovially  mellow 
In  l)onour,  brave  Boys!   of  our  Newcaftle  Beer.  20 

III. 
Apollo  perceiving  his  talents  refine, 
Kepents  he  drank  Helicon  water  lb  long; 
Ke  bov/'d,  being  afk'd  by  the  mufical  Nine, 
And  gave  the  gay  board  an  extempore  fong  ; 
?ut  ere  he  began  25 

lie  tofs'd  of  his  cann  ; 

There's  nought  like  good  liquor  the  fancy  to  clear  ; 
Then  fimg,  with  great  merit. 
The  flavour  and  fpirit 
His  Godihip  had  found  in  our  Newcaftle  Beer.   30 

IV. 

'Twas  liingo  like  this  made  Alcides  fo  bold  ; 

It  bracM  up  liis  nerves,  and  enliven'd  his  pow'rs  j 

And  his  m.yrtical  club,  that  did  wonders  of  old, 

"Was  Slothing,  my  Lads  !   but  inch  liquor  as  our's. 

The  hoirible  crew  35 

That  Hercules  flew 

Were  Poverty — Calumny — Trouble— and  Fear: 

Such  a  club  wou'd  you  borrow, 

To  drive  away  forrow, 

A.pply  for  a  j<jrum  of  Kewcaftle  Beer.  40 

V. 

Ye  youngllers !   fo  diffident,  languid,  and  pale. 
Whom  love,  like  the  colic,  fo  rudely  infefts, 
Take  a  cordial  of  this,  'twill  probatum  prevail, 
Ai>d  drive  the  cur,  Cupid,  away  from  your  breaits. 

Dull  whining  defpife,  45 

Grow  rofy  and  wife. 

No  longer  the  jeft  of  good  fellows  appear  ; 

Bid  adieu  to  your  folly. 

Get  drunk,  and  be  jolly, 

And  fmoke  o'er  a  ti.nkard  of  Newcaftle  Beer.      50 

VI. 

Ve  fanciful  Folk  !   for  whom  iPhyfic  pfefcribes, 
Whom  bolus  and  potion  have  harafs'd  to  death  j 
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Ye  wretches  !  whom  Law,  and  her  ill-looking  tribe':. 

Have  hunted  about  till  you're  quite  out  of  breath  ; 

Here's  (heiter  and  eafe,  55 

No  Graving  for  fees, 

No  danger — no  doclor — no  baililT— is  near  ; 

Your  fpirits  this  raifes, 

It  cures  your  difeafes  ;  59 

T  here's  freedom  and  health  in  our  Newcaftle  Beer. 

HOLYDAY  GOWN. 

T  ^• 

i  N  Holyday  Gown  and  my  new-fangled  hat, 

I.all  Monday  I  tripp'd  to  the  fair  : 

I  held  up  my  head,  and  I'll  tell  you  for  what, 

Brifk  Roger  I  guefs'd  wou'd  be  there. 

He  wooes  me  to  marry  whenever  we  meet  ; 

There's  honey  fure  dwells  on  his  tongue  ! 

He  hugs  me  fo  clofe,  and  kiiles  fo  fweet, 

I'd  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young.  S 

II. 
Fond  Sue,  Til  afiiire  you,  laid  hold  on  the  boy, 
(The  vixen  v.ould  fain  be  his  bride  : ) 
ir>ome  token  (he  claimed,  either  ribband  or  toy, 
And  fwore  that  fhe'd  not  be  deny'd.  12 

A  top-knot  he  bought  me,  and  garters  of  green  ; 
Pert  Sufan  was  cruelly  (lung  : 
I  hate  her  fo  much,  that,  to  kill  her  with  fpleen, 
Vd  wed — if  I  vvere  not  too  young.  i5 

III. 
He  whifper'd  fuch  foft  pretty  things  in  mine  ear, 
He  fiatter'd,  he  promis'd,  and  fwore  ; 
Such  trinkets  he  gave  me,  fuch  laces  and  geer, 
That — truftme — my  pockets  run  o'er.  20 

Some  ballads  he  bought  me,  the  beft  he  could  find, 
And  fweetly  their  burthen  lie  fung  : 
Good  faith  !  he's  fo  handfome,  fo  witty,  and  kind, 
Td  v.gd—-jf  I  were  |^ot  too  young.  24 
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IV. 

The  fun  was  riul  fetting,  'twas  tiir.e  to  retire  j 
(Our  cottage  was  a  diftant  mile  5) 
I  rofe  to  be  gone— Roger  bowM  like  a  'fcmire, 
And  handed  me  over  the  ftile.  2S 

His  arms  he  threw  round  me — Love  laugh/d  in  hi3 

eye; 
He  led  me  the  meadows  among, 
1  here  prefs'd  me  fo  clofe,  I  agreed,  with  a  figh. 
To  wed — for  I  was  not  too  young.  32 

AN  ELECTION  BALLAD. 

1  'OT  a  hundred  years  fmce,  when  Ele^lions  went 

round. 
Old  Honour  and  Truth  were  in  Burgundy  drown'd  ; 
The  fons  of  Great  Britain,  both  thirlty  and  wife, 
Y/ide  opened  their  ftomachs,  but  clos'd  up  their 
eyes. 
Derry  down.  Sec.  5 

II. 
They  were  blind  to  true  merit,  let  Party  prevail^ 
And  Judgment  no  longer  right  balanc'd  her  fcale  ; 
in  wine  was  fair  Freedom  remembered  no  more, 
And  Cafh  kicked  old  Liberty  out  of  the  door. 
Derry  down,  &c.  10 

III. 
When  the  Candidate  oifer'd,  they  fnatch'd  at  the 
Nor  fpar'd  the  brov.-nbumper  nor  venal  lirioin:  [coin. 
Ate  and  drank  when  they  could  :   'twas  concluded, 

my  Friends  ! 
They  might  faft  when  tlie  Candidate  compafs'd  his 
Derry  down,  &c.  [ends, 

IV. 

Let  the  cafe  now  be  alter'd  ;  let  talents  be  try'd,i6 
Let  national  virtue  alone  be  your  guide ; 
Let  us  fcorn  to  be  biafs'd  by  party  or  peU\ 
And  vote  for  our  country,  forgetful  ot  felf, 

Derry  down,  &c,  2a 


5?>  CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

V. 

Let  honour,  let  honefty,  ftand  in  your  view ; 

To  freedom  be  conllant,  to  liberty  true. 

Let  me  tell  you,  rny  Friends',  the  right  nail  you  have 

hit, 
If  you  fix  on  a  man  that's  a  friend  to  old  Pitt. 
Derry  down,  &c.  25 

VI. 

Let  no  low-minded  motives  your  principles  (hake. 
But  weigh  the  cafe  well,  for  your  falety's  at  ftake. 
For  him  that  Ivns  honour  and  truth  for  his  plan,i;i 

Give  your  voice-,   my  Boysi   and  it's  S 's  the 

Derry  down,  2cc.  [man. 

ANOTHER. 

Let  the  half-famifh'd  poet  find  fault  with  good 

cheer,  [beer: 

And,   foix'd  to   drink  water,    defpife  our   Wrown 

That  there's  truth  in  full  bumpers  it  cannt  be 

deny'd  ; 
Then  tofs  off  your  glafTes — let  truth  be  our  guide. 
Derry  down,  &c.  j 

II. 
Poor  Lew^is  the  Little  full  fatally  knows 
That  beef  gives  us  courage  to  batter  our  foc^ ; 
And  the  Sirloiu,  now  knighted,  that  fmokes  on  the 

board. 
May  in  times  of  preferment  be  titled  My  LoFd. 
Derry  down,  &c.  lo 

III. 
Let  the  fcribblers  exclaim  ;  they^re  a  finical  tribe  1 
>vlay  not  v.e,  like  our  betters,   fometimes  take  a 
If  cafh  does  not  circulate  properly — trade  [bribe  ? 
Grov.s  lazy,  and  lags  like  a  founderd  old  jade. 
Derry  down,  ^c.  J5 

IV. 

But,  to  banter  no  longer — our  Candidates  feem 
Men  of  honour,  of  worth,  and  of  public  e(]:eeni  : 
It  v/ere  well  for  Dame  Britain,   her  freedom  arid 
If  fuch,  and  fuch  only, e'er  handled  her  caufc.  [U^a  ^, 
Derry  down,  &c.  2c 
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V. 

Let  their  free  open  fplrits  be  right  underiLO-od, 
Their  conteft  is  meant  for  their  countrymen's  good  : 
When  danger  alarms  us,  or  glory  commands, 
Our  lives  and  our  honours  are  fafe  in  fuch  hands. 
Derry  down,  Sec.  25 

XI. 

That   they   both   have    their   merits   it   mull    be 

allftw'd  ; 
Buty  fons  of  cool  Reafon  !  ftep  forth  from  the  crowd  i 
If  weighty  experience  can  balance  the  day, 
Give  your  voices,  my  Boys!   'tis  for  S — e. Huzza t 
Derry  down,  &c.  30 

ANOTHER. 

v\  HERE  the  rich  Wear*,  with  wand'ring  grace, 

J"  gay  profufion  ru!\s, 

The  guardian  Genius  of  the  place 

Haranga'd  his  freeborn  fons  : 

Tlie  burthern  of  his  facred  ilrain 

Was  **  Shaftoe  live  !  live,  gen'rous  Vane  !  6 

II. 
'•'  Where  Durham  lifts  her  facred  piles, 
*'  Rever'd  in  Gothic  pride, 
*'  And  Wifdom,  with  meridian  fmiles, 
*'  Expands  on  every  fide, 
*'  iDlftinguilbM  in  bright  Honour's  train, 
*'  Stand  Shaftoe  and  illuftrious  Vane.  12 

III. 
*'  The  noble  heart  that  truth  refines, 
*'  (V/ith  confcious  worth  replete) 
"  More  ufeful  than  Peruvian  mines, 
**^  Adds  virtue  to  the  ftate  ; 
*'  Such  patriot  virtues  as  remain 
*'  With  Shaftoe  and  illufrrious  Vane  iS 

IV. 

*■''  Confirm,  my  Sons  !   confirm  my  choice, 
'*  And  call  rny  favorites  forth, 
*'  Since  Fame  approves  the  general  voice, 
*'  And  merit  (lamps  their  worth. 

*  Th;  river  Wear,  that  runs  through  tie  City  of  Durhana. 
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*'  None  can  your  facred  rights  maintain 

**  Like  Shaftoe  and  illuftrious  Vane."  14- 

V. 

The  Genius  ceas'd— from  ev'ry  part 

Applaufe  like  lightning  ran  ; 

Conviction  fir'd  each  glowing  heart, 

And  catch'd  from  man  to  man. 

Loud  echoes  filTd  the  gladd'ning  plain, 

With--Shaftoe,  live  ! — Live,  gen'rous  Vane  !      "lo 

A  SONG. 

ClARINDA's  lips  T  fondly  prefl, 

Wliile  rapture  fill'd  each  vein, 

And  as  I  touch'd  her  downy  breaft 

Its  tenant  flept  ferene.  4- 

n. 

So  foft  a  calm  in  fucli  a  part 

Betrays  a  peaceful  mind, 

Whilfi:  my  uneafy  flutt'ring  heart 

Would  fcarcely  be  confin'd.  S 

III. 
A  flubborn  oak  the  fhepherd  fees 
Unmov'd  when  florms  defcend; 
But  ah  !  to  ev'ry  fporting  breeze 
The  myrtle  bough  mull;  bend.  12 

A  SONG, 

SENT    TO    CHLOE,    WITH    A    ROSEa 
Tune-— The  Lafs  of  Patie's  Mill. 

Yes,  ev'ry  flow'r  that  blows 

I  pafs'd  unheeded  by. 

Till  this  enchanting  Rofe  ' 

Had  fix'd  ray  wandering  eye.  4 

It  fcented  ev'ry  breeze 

That  wanton'd  o'er  the  llream, 

Or  trembled  thro'  the  trees 

To  meet  the  morning  beam.  -        S 
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II. 

To  deck  that  beauteous  maid 

Its  fragrance  cann't  excel ; 

From  fome  celeftial  fhade 

The  damafk  charmer  fell  :  12 

And  as  her  balmy  fweets 

On  Chloe's  breaft  Ihe  pours. 

The  queen  of  Beauty  greets 

The  gentle  queen  of  FloTs'rs*.  x€ 


A  SONG. 

He  that  Love  hath  never  tryd, 
Nor  had  Cupid  for  his  guide. 
Cannot  hit  the  paffage  right 
To  the  palace  of  Delight. 

II. 
What  are  honours,  regal  wealth. 
Florid  Youth,  and  rofy  health  r 
\Vithout  Love  his  tribute  brings, 
Iir.potent  unmeaning  things ! 

III. 
Gentle  Shepherd  !   perfevere  ; 
Still  be  tender,  (till  fmcere ; 
Love  and  time,  united,  do 
Wonders,  if  the  heart  be  true. 


A  THREE-PART  CATCH. 

^TlS    in    view— (the   rich  blelTings  kind  Nature 

beftow'd 
To  conquer  our  forrows  or  lighten  the  load) — 
A  full  flafk  !   the  rich  nedar  thi^  bottle  contains,3 
In  a  flood  of  frefli  rapture,  ihail  roll  thro'  our  vems. 
I,et  it  bleed— and  caioufing  this  liquor  divine, 
*ing  a  hymn  to  tlie  god  that  hrCt  tullur-d  the  vine.  C 
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THE  TOAST. 

A    CATCH. 

CjIVE  the  Toafr. — ray  good  fellow  1    be  jovial  aua 

gay, 
And  let  the  briik  moments  pafs  jocund  away. 
Heie's  the  King — Take  your  bumpers,  my  bra\'e 

Britilli  fouls  ! 
Who  guards  your  fair  Freedom  fliould  crown  vour 

full  bowls.  £do\vn 

Let  him  live — long  and  happy,   fee  I,ew:s  brouii;ht 
And  tafte  all  the  comforts,  no  cares,  of  a  crown.  6 


A  SONNET, 

ADDRESSED    TO    MISS    S 

vVkSN  Flora  decks  the  mantling  bowTS 

In  elegant  arrav. 

And  fcatters  all  her  op'ning  flowYs 

A  compliment  to  May, 

II. 
With  glowing  joy  my  bofom  beats, 
X  gaze  delighted  round, 
And  wifh  to  iee  the  various  fweets 
In  one  rich  nofegay  bound. 

III. 
-'Tis  granted — and  their  bloom  difplay'd 
To  blefs  my  wandering  view, 
I  fee  them  all — my  beauteous  Maid  1 
I  fee  them  all,  in — you. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  WIDOW. 

JLET  bafljful  virgins,  nicely  coy. 

Exalted  rapture  lofe, 

And,  timid  at  untaded  joy. 

Through  fearfulnefs  refule.  4 

Will  you — the  pleafing  confli6l  try'd, 

Tho'  fare  to  conquer — fly  > 

It"  you — the  lacred  zone  untyM, 

'Tis  peevifli  to  deny.  S 

But  if,  my  Fair  !   the  Widow's  name 

Hold  gracious  with  you  ftill, 

The  god  of  love  has  forni'd  a  fcheme 

Obfequious  to  your  will.  i^ 

Take,  take  me  to  thy  twining  arms, 

(Opprefs'd  with  warm  defire  ) 

Where,  conquer'd  by  fuch  mighty  charms^ 

A  monarch  might  expire.  i<S 

Thou'lt  be  a  Widow  ev'ry  night,      ' 

(Thy  wondrous  pov.er  confefs'd  !) 

And,  as  I  die  in  dear  delight. 

My  tomb  fhall  be  thy  breali.  20 


TO    DELIA. 

oAY,  my  Charmer  !  right  or  v.rong. 
Say  it  from  your  heart  or  tongue  j 
Be  lincere,  or  elfe  deceive  ; 
Say  you  love— and  I'll  believe. 
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TO  CHLOE, 

ON    A    CHARGE    OF   INCONSTANCY, 

riOW  can  Chloe  think  it  ftrange 
Time  fhould  make  a  lover  change  ? 

Time  brings  all  things  to  an  end. 
Courage  cann't  the  blow  defend. 
See,  the  proud  afpiring  oak 
Falls  beneath  the  fatal  Itroke  : 
If  on  Beauty's  cheek  he  preys, 
Straight  the  rofy  bloom  decays  ; 
Joy  puts  out  his  lambent  fires, 
And  at  Time's  approach — expires. 

How  can  Chloe  think  it  Grange 
Time  fliould  make  a  lover  change  ? 

TO  CHLOE, 

IN    AN    ILL    HUMOUR. 

Consider,  fweet  Maid!   and  endeavour 
To  conquer  that  pride  in  thy  bread: : 
It  is  not  a  haughty  behaviour 
Will  fetoffthy  charms  to  the  beft. 

II. 
The  ocean  when  calm  may  delight  you, 
But  Ihould  a  bold  tempefl  arife, 
The  billows  enrag'd  would  afiVJght  you, 
Loud  objects  of  awful  furprife. 

III. 
'Tis  thus  when  good  humour  diffufes 
Its  beams  o'er  the  face  of  a  fair, 
With  rapture  his  heart  a  man  lofes, 
Vvhile  frowns  turn  his  love  to  defpair. 

TO  MR. . 

1  ES,  Colin,  'tis  granted  ;  you  flutter  in  lace, 
,  You  whifper  and  dance  with  the  fair  ; 
But  Merit  advances,  'tis  your's  to  give  place  j 
Stand  off,  and  at  distance  revere  ; 
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Nor  teafe  t!ie  fvveet  maid  with  your  jargon  of  chat, 
By  her  fide  as  you  faunter  along,  [that, 

Your  tafte — your  complexion — your  this — and  your 
Nor  lifp  out  the  end  of  your  fong.  8 

II. 
For  folly  and  fafhion,  you  barter  good  fenfe, 
(If  fenfe  ever  tell  to  your  fhare). 
'Tis  enough  you  could  pert  fetit-maitre  commence, 
Laugh — loiter — and  lie  with  an  air.  12 

No  end  you  can  anfwer  ;  affeftions  you've  none  j 
Made  only  for  prattle  and  play : 
Like  a  butterfly,  balk'd  for  a  while  in  the  fun, 
You'll  die  undiftinguifh'd  away.  16 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  POEMS    , 

WRITTEN    BY    NOBODY. 

Advance  to  fame — advance  reveal'd  j 

Let  confcious  worth  be  bold  : 

WJiy  have  you  lain  fo  long  conceal'd. 

And  hid  Peruvian  gold  ?  4 

Dan  Phoebus  did  with  joy  difcern 

Your  genius  brought  to  light : 

And  many  a  Some^body  fliall  learn 

From  Nobody  to  write.  % 


APOLLO 

TO     THE    COMPANY    AT    HARROWGATE. 

r  ROM  my  critical  court  at  a  quarterly  meeting. 
To  myHarrowgate  fubjects,  this  embalfy  greeting ; 

Whereas,  from  the  veteran  poets  complaint  is, 
Tlieir  works  are  no  longer  confider'd  as  dainties,  4 
And   Shakfpeare,    and  Congreve,   Farquhaf,  and 

others, 
The  tragical — comical — farcical — brothers, 
Petition  us  oft  for  fome  gents  and  fome  ladies, 
(Our  fubjecfs  no  doubt,  fince  dramatic  their  trade 

is.) 

F  2 
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We  govern  their  llational  flage  by  direction. 
And  fend  "em  to  you  for  your  friendly  protection  ; 
'Tis  Apollo  invites,  with  fome  ladies  (the  Mufes  ;) 
We  denounce  him  immenfely  ill-bred  that  refufes. 
Be  it  known,  by  the  bye,  from  our  Helicon  foun- 
tain, 
EnrichM  by  the  foil  of  ParnaflTus's  mountain, 
Your  Harrowgate  water  diretliy  proceeding,  [ing. 
Produces  fine  fcnfe  with  true  tafte  and  good  breed- 
Talk,  of  Tafte — ;none  but  heathens  will  call  it  in 

quefiion  : 
Yet  fome  infolent  wits  might  advance  a  fuggellion, 
While  our  deputies  daily  invite  all  the  neighbours. 
But  find  no  Maecenas  to  fmile  on  their  labours.  20 
Thus  far  we've  proceeded,  your  favour  to  curry. 
And  could  tell  ye  much  more — but  we  write  in  a 
hurry.  22 

APOLLO  TO  MR.  C F , 

ON  HIS  BEING  SATIRIZED  BY  AN  IGNORANT  PERSON. 

Whether  he's  worth  your  fpleen  or  not. 

You've  afk'd  me  to  determine  : 

I  wifh,  my  friend,  a  nobler  lot 

Than  that  of  trampling  vermine.  4 

A  blockhead  cann't  be  worth  our  care, 

Unlefs  that  we'd  befriend  him  : 

As  you'v^e  fome  common  fenfe  to  fpare, 

I'll  pay  you  what  you  lend  him.  g 

APOLLO. 


PROLOGUES. 


A  PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  at  the  Openinjr  of  the  Theatre  at  Tork,  after 
it  njcas  elegantly  enlarged. 

OXCE  on  a  time,  his  earthly  rounds  patrolling, 
(Your  Heathen  gods  were  aiwaj'S  fond  of  llrcUing) 
Jove  rambled  near  the  cot  of  kind  Philemon, 
When  night,  attended  by  a  temjrefl,  came  on, 
And  as  the  rain  fell  pattering  heUer-fkelter,  5 

The  deity  implored  tiie  hind  for  (helter. 

Philemon  placed  his  Godfhip  clofe  befide  b.im, 
While  Goody  Baucis  made  the  nre  that  dry'd  him: 
With  more  benevolence  than  one  that's  richer, 
He  fpread  the  board,  he  filTd  the  friendly  pitcher; 
And  fond  to  give  his  gueit  a  meal  of  pleafure,    11 
Sung  a  rough  fong  in  liis  rude  country  mealiire. 

Jove  was  lb  pleas'd  with  thefegoodnatur'dfallies, 
Pliilemon's  cot  he  conjur'd  to  a  palace. 

Tafte,  like  great  Jupiter  came  here  to  try  us  ; 
(Oft  from  the  boxes  v.e  perceiv'd  her  fpy  us;)    16 
\Vhether  (lie  lik'd  us  and  our  warm  endeavours, 
Whether  fhe  found  that  we  deferv'd  her  favour?, 
I  know  not ;   but  'tis  certain  (lie  commanded 
Our  humble  Theatre  fliould  be  expanded.  20 

The  orders  (lie  pronqunc'd  were  fcarcely  ended, 
But,  like  Philemon's  houfe,  the  Ilage  extended  ; 
And  thus  tlie  friendly  goddefs  bids  me  greet  ye, 
'Tis  in  that  circle  \_pointing  to  the  boxes']  Aie  defigns 

to  meet  ye. 
Pedants  would  fix  h.er  refidence  v.  ith  I-Ieatlicns, 
But  Ihe  prefers  old  York  to  Rome  or  Atlitns.       26 

A  PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  at  the  Opening  of  an  elegant  little  'Tiieatre  at 

^  n-hithy. 
r  ROM    Shakfpeare — Jonlon — Congreve — Rov.e, 

and  others — 
The  laureird  liit,  the  true  P.unaiTian  brothers, 
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Hither  we're  fent,  by  their  fupreme  direcllon. 
To  court  your.favour,  and  to  claim  proteftion. 
Our  hopes  are  flatter'd  with  the  fair's  conipli- 

ance  ;  5 

Beauty  and  Wit  were  always  in  alliance  ; 
Their  mutual  fway  reforms  the  rude  creation, 
And  Talle's  determined  by  their  approbation. 
The  Tragic  Mufe  prefects  a  flately  mirror. 
Where  Vice  furveys  her  ugly  form  with  terror  5  10 
And  as  the  fiend  departs — abafn'd — difcarded — 
Imperial  Virtue's  with  the  palm  rewarded. 
The  Comic  glafs,  from  modern  groupes  collefted, 
Shews  fops  and  fools  of  every  clafs — diffected; 
It  marks  the  fair  coquette's  unfaithful  dealings,  15 
And  proves  that  haughty  prudes  may  have  their 

failings. 
For  faults  that  flow  from  habit  more  than  nature 
We'll  blend  with  honeft  mirth  fome  wholefome  fa- 

tire. 
Now  for  our  bark—The  veiTel's  tight  and  abl^, 
New  built — new  rigg'd  \_pointlng  to  the /cents'}  with 

canvafs — mart — and  cable. 
l,et  lier  not  fink — or  be  unkindly  ftranded, 
■Before  the  moral  freight  be  fairly  landed  : 
For  tJio'  with  heart  and  hand  we  lieave  together, 
'Tis  your  kind  plaudit  rnuft  command  tlie  weather. 
Nor  halcyon  feas,  nor  gentle  gales,  attend  us, 
Till  this  fair  circle  with  their  fmiles  befriend  us. 

A  PROLOGUE 

On  opening  the  Theatre  at  Whithy  the  enjuing  Seafon, 

O'ER  the  wild  v/aves  unwilling  more  to  roam. 
And  by  his  kind  affeftions  call'd  for  home. 
When  the  bold  youth  that  ev'ry  climate  tries, 
'Twixt  the  blue  bofoms— 'twixt  the  feas  and  ficies— = 
When  hre  beholds  his  native  Albion  near. 
And  the  glad  gale  gives  wrings  to  his  career, 
What  glowing  ecitacies,  by  Fancy  drefs'd. 
What  filial  fentiments  expand  his  breaft  1 
In  the  full  happinefs  he  forms  on  fiiore, 
E)oubts — dangers — a;id  fatigue?,  are  felt  no  more. 
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Such  are  the  joys  that  in  our  bofoms  burn, 
Such  the  glad  hopes  that  glow  at  our  return  ; 
With  fuchwarm  ardours  you  behold  us  meet, 
To  lay  once  more  our  labours  at  your  feet. 

Not  without  hopes  your  patronage  will  laft,      15 
We  bend  with  gratitude  for  favours  pad, 
That  our  light  bark  defy'd  the  rage  of  winter, 
Rode  ev'ry  gale — nor  ftarted  e'en  a  fplinter. 
We  bov.-  to  Beauty — 'twas  thofe  fmilesfecur'd  her: 
Still — fHU — extend  your  gentle  cares  to  fave  her. 
That  fae  may  winter  long  in  Whitby's  favour.     2Z 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  In    the  Characfer  of  a  Sailor^    c;;   opening 
the  Ne'iv  Theatre  at  North-Shields. 

4-iOLLOW!    my  Mafters  !  where    d'ye  mean  to 
ftov/  us  ?  \_Without, 

We're  come  to  fee  what  paliime  ye  caxi  (hew  us. 
Sail,  Itep  aloft — you  fhaat  be  long  without  me  ; 
Ml  walk,  their  quarter-deck,  and  look  about  me. 

{^Enters. 
Tom  and  Dick  Topfail  are  above — T  hear  'em  ;  5 
Tell  'em  to  keep  a  birth  ;  and.  Sail — fit  near  'em. 
Sail's  a  fmart  lafs — I'd  hold  a  butt  of  (lingo 
In  three  weeks  time  (he'd  learn  the  playhouf'e  lingo. 
She  loves  your  plays,  (he  underftands  their  meaning: 
She  calls  'em  -Moral  rules,  made  entertaining.  lo 
Your  Shakfpeare  books,  fhe  knows  'em  to  a  tittle  ; 
And  I  myfelf  (at  lea)  have  read — a  little. 

At  Londoa,  Sirs  !  when  Sail  and  I  were  courting, 
I  tow'd  her  ev'ry  night  a  playhouie  fporting. 
Mafs  !   I  could  like  'em  and  their  whole  'paratus, 
But  for  their  fiddlers  and  their  damn'd  fonatas. 
Give  me  the  merry  fons  of  guts  and  rofin, 
That  play—*'  God  fave  the  King,"  and  «'  Nancy 

**  Dawfon." 
Well — tho'  the  frigate's  not  fo  much  bedizen'd, 

I  Looking  about. 
'Tis  fnug  enough  ! — 'tis  clever  fpr  the  fize  on't.  aa 
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And  th«y  can  treat  with  all  that's  worth  regarding 
On  board  the  Drury-Lane  or  Common-Garden. 
Beil  rings.  ]  Avail ! — a  fignal  for  the  launch,  I  fancy; 
What  fay  you,  Sam,  and  Dick,  and  Doll,  and  Nancy? 
Shice  they  have  trimjn''d  the  pleafure-barge  fo 
tightly,  "      25 

Sha'n'tycu,  and  I,  and  Sail,  come  fee  them  nightly  ? 
The  jolly  crew  will  do  their  beft  endeavours  ; 
They'll  grudge  no  labour  to  deferve  your  favours  : 
A  luckier  fate  they  fwear  can  ne'er  behap  'emi, 
Than  to  behold  you  pleas'd,  and  hear  you  clap  'em. 
A  PROLOGUE, 

TO    LOVE   AND   FAME. 

.^-^  Spoken    at    Scarborcugh. 

Where  is  this  author?    [£/z/t';7;;^.]— Bid  the 

wietch  appear ; 
Let  him  come  in,  and  wait  for  judgment  here  ; 
This  7.vvful  jury  all  impatient  wait  : 
Let  him  come  in,  I  fay,  and  meet  his  fate. 
Strange,  very  flrange,  if  fuch  a  piece  fuccceds ! 
(Punifh  the  culprit  for  his  vile  mifdeeds.) 
Know  ye,  to-night,  that  his  prefumptuous  works 
Have  turn'd  good  ChrilHans  into — Heathen  Turks? 
And  if  the  genius  a'n't  correfted  foon, 
In  his  next  trip  he'll  mount  us  to  the  moon.      .  10 

Methinks  I  hear  him  fay — "  For  mercy's  fake, 
*'  Hold  your  rafh  tciigue— my  Love  and  Fame's  at 
*•'  Whenycu  behold  me  diffident,  diflrefs'd,  [ftake. 
*^  'Tis  cruelty  to  m.ake  my  woes  a  jeft. 
a  Well— if  you  will—but  why  fliould  I  diflrufl  ?i5 
*'  My  judges  are  as  merciful  as  juft  ; 
*'  I  knowthem  well,  have  oft  their  friendiliip  try'd, 
*'  And  then"  protection  is  my  boait,  niy  pride." 

Hoping  to  pleafe,  he  form'd  this  buftling  plan  ; 
Hoping  to  pleafe,  is  all  the  moderns  can.  20 

'Faith  let  him  'fcape,  let  Love  and  Fame  furvive  j 
With  your  kind  fanction  keep  jiis  fcenes  alive  : 
Try  to  approve  (applaud  he  v>^ill  exempt) 
Nor  crufh  the  bardling  in  thi^  hard  attempt. 
Could  iie  write  up  to  an  illulrr'ous  theme^  2% 

There's  mark  d  upon  the  regilier  of  Fame 
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A  fubjeft  but  beyond  the  warmed  lays ; 

Wonder  muft  paint  \s  hen  'tis  a  G — nby's  pralfe.  28 

A  PROLOGUE, 
On   Gp€ntng  the  Ne'w  Theatre  at  Neiv^aJfUi   176$, 

Jf  to  corre61:  the  follies  of  mankind, 

To  mend  the  morals — to  enlarge  the  mind, 

To  ftrip  the  felf-deceiving  j-^aflions  bare, 

With  honell:  mirth  to  kill  an  ev'nings  care:  5 

If  thefe  kind  motives  can  command  applaufe. 

For  thefe  the  motley  ftage  her  curtain  draws. 

Does  not  the  poet    that  exifts  by  praife, 
Like  to  be  told  that  he  has  reach'd  the  ba>?  ? 
Is  not  the  wretch  (ftlll  trembjing  for  his  ftore) 
P?easM  when  he  grafps  a  glittering  thoufand  more? 
Cheer  not  the  mariner  propitious  feas  ? 
Likes  not  the  lawyer  to  be  handling  fees  ? 
Lives  not  the  lover  but  in  hopes  of  blifs  ? 
To  ev'ry  queftion  we'll  reply  with — Yes. 

Suppofc  them^ratify'd — their  full  delight       1$ 
Falls  Ihort  of  our's  on  this  aufpicious  night, 
When,  rich  in  happinefs — in  hopes  elate, 
Tafte  hasreceiv'd  us  to  our  favorite  feat. 

O  tliat  the  foul  of  a61:ion  were  but  our's. 
And  the  vaft  energy  of  vocal  pow'rs! 
That  we  might  make  a  grateful  off  ring,  fit 
For  thefe  kind  judges  that  in  candour  fit. 

Before  fuch  judges  we  confefs,  with  dread, 
Tl.efe  new  dominions  we  prefume  to  tread  j 
Yet  if  you  fmile  we'll  boldly  do  our  beft, 
And  leave  your  favours  to  fupply  the  reft,.  a6 

A  PROLOGUE, 

TO    THE    MUSE    OF    OSSIAN, 

ji  little  Piece  adapted  to  the  Stage  from  the  celebrated  Poem  ofO/ian, 

the  Son  nf  Fingal.     Spoken  at  Edinburgh. 

1  O  form  a  littk  work  of  nervous  merit, 
To  give  the  fleepy  ftage  a  nobler  fpirit, 
To  touch  a  lacred  Mufe  and  not  defile  her, 
Tbis  v/as  tlie  plan  propos'd  by  our  Compiler, 
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Tho'  Caution  told  him — the  prefumption'sglar- 

Dauntlefs,  he  cry'd,  "  It  is  but  nobly  daring! 
*'  Can  we  perufe  a  pathos  more  than  Attic, 
*'  Nor  wifh  the  golden  meafure  ilamp'd  dramatic  ? 
*'  Here  are  no  lines— in  meafur'd  pace  that  trip  it, 
*'  No  modern  fcenes  fo  lifelefs  !  io  infipid  !  lo 

**  Wrought  by  a  Mufe — (no   lacred  lire  debarred 

her) 
"  'Tis  nervous,  noble  !  it's  true  Northern  ardour!" 

Methinks  I  hear  the  Grecian  hards  exclaiming, 
(The  Grecian  bards!  no  longer  worth  the  naming) 
*'  In  fong  the  Northern  tribes  fo  far  furpafs  us,  15 
*'  One  of  their  Highland  hills  they'll  call  Parnalius, 
•*  And  from  their  facred  mount  decrees  fhall  fol- 
low, 
*'  That  Offian  was  himfelf— the  true  Apollo." 

Spite  of  this  flafh — this  high  poetic  fury, 
He  trembles  for  the  verdift  of  his  jury.  2© 

As  from  his  text  he  ne'er  prefum'd  to  wander, 
But  gives  the  native  OiTian  to  your  candour, 
To  an  impartial  judgment  we  fubmit  him  ; 
Condemn — or  rather  (if  you  can)  acquit  him.      24 

A  PPvOLOGUE, 

TO    RULE    A    WIFE. 

yrr».  Spoken  at  Edinburgh. 

1  IS  an  odd  portrait  that  the  poet  drew  ; 
A  flrange  irregular  he  fets  in  view  ! 
'Mongft  us, thank  Heaven, the  characfer's  unknown, 
(Bards  have  creative  faculties,  we  own) 
And  this  appears  a  piclure  from  his  brain,  5 

Till  we  reflect  the  lady  liv'd  in  Spain. 

Should  we  the  portrait  with  the  fex  compare, 
'Twould  add  nev/  honours  to  the  nortliern  fair  ; 
Their  merit's  by  the  foil  confpicuous  made, 
And  they  feem  bric;hter  by  contrafting  ihade.      10 

Rude  were  the  rules  our  fathers  form'd  of  old, 
Nor  fhould  fuch  antiquated  maxims  hold. 
Shall  fubjeft  man  afiert  fuperior  fway, 
And  dare  to  bid  the  angel-fex  obey  ? 
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Or,  if  permitted  to  partake  the  throne, 
Defpotic  call  the  reins  of  power  his  own  ? 
Forbid  it  all  that's  gracious — that's  polite  ! 
(The  fair  to  liberty'have  equal  riglit  !) 
Nor  urge  the  tenet,  tho'  from  Fle^clier's  fchool, 
That  ev'ry  hufband  has  1.  right  to  rule.  20 

A  matrimonial  medium  mav  be  hit 
Where  neither  governs,  but  where  both  fubmit. 
The  nuptial  torch  with  decent  brightnels  burns 
Where  male  and  female  condelcend  by  turns  : 
Change  then  the  phrafe,  the  horrid  text  amend, 
And  let  the  word  Obey— be  Condefcend.  26 

A  PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  My.  Dig^Sf  on  opening  the  Edinburgh 

The  Jit  re  in  i-jS^. 

1  O  reftify  fome  errors  that  of  late 

Had  crept  into  the  bofomour  flate  ; 

To  court  Propriety,  a  m.atron.chafte  ! 

To  make  ftrong  leagues  'twixt  Novely  and  Tafce  ; 

To  alter — to  adapt — to  plan — revive. 

To  fpare  no  pains  to  make  the  drama  thrive  ; 

Thefe  are  the  labours  t'lat  to-night  commence. 

By  Beauty  *  fanction'd,  and  appVov'd  by  Senfef . 

Suppofe  fome  CoryOon,  fome  country  fwain, 
Enamour'd  of  fome  Phillis  of  the  plain,  10 

At  early  dawn  (hould  feek  the  dappled  glade 
To  form  a  nofegay  for  the  fav'ri.te  maid^ 
When  he  had  cropped  the  beauties  of  the  banks, 
And  cuil'd  the  faireft  from  the  flowYy  ranks, 
He'd  range  in  order  ev'ry  blooming  fweet,  15 

And  lay  the  little  chaplet  at  her  teet. 

So  the  fair  fields  of  fancy  we'll  explore, 
And  fearch  the  gardens  of  dramatic  lore. 
Of  choiceft  fragrance  and  of  various  hue, 
To  form  thofe  chaplets  we  compofe  for  you.       20 

Now  to  attack  you  in  a  m.artial  ftrain  ! 
V/e  hope  to  gather  laurels  this  campaign ; 

*  The  Bvxes.  |  The  Pit. 
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And  tliat  our  plan  of  action  may  fucceed. 

Have  march'd  frelh  forces  from  beyond  the  Tweed, 

Yet,  as  young  foldiers  may  be  damped  by  fear,     25 

(Tho'  univerl'al  patronage  be  here) 

JLct  me  befpeak,  before  the  curtain  rife. 

Some  kind  impreiTions  for  our  new  fupplies.         a^ 

A  PROLOGUE, 

Sfoken  at  Edinburgh^  on  Hffrs.  Bellamy'' s  firjl 

Appearance  there. 

In  early  days,  when  error  fway'd  mankind. 
The  fcene  was  cenfur'd,  and  the  ftage  confined  ; 
As  the  fine  arts  a  nobler  tafte  fupply'd, 
Old  Prejudice  grew  fainter— droop'd-t-.and  dy'd. 

Merit  from  fanilion  muft  deduce  her  date  5 

If  fhe'd  arrive  at  a  meridian  height  : 
From  fanctiou  is  the  Englifti  ftage  become 
Equal  to  Athens,  and  above  old  Rome. 

If  from  that  ftuge  an  actrefs,  fiU'd  with  fears, 
New  to  this  northern  fcene^  to-night  appears,       ic 
Intent,  however  unequal  to  tlie  flight. 
To  hit,  vviiat  critics  call,  the  happy  right : 
She  builds  not  on  your  fifter's*  i'ond  applaufe. 
But  timidly  to  you  fubmits  her  caufe  ; 
Tor  tafte  refin'd  may  as  judicial  lit  15 

Here — as  Ihe  fovmd  her  in  an  Engliih  pit. 

Your  plaudit  muft  remove  the  ftranger's  fear  j 
The  fons  of  Genius  are  the  leaft  fevere. 
Some  favour  from  the  fair  fhe's  fare  to  find  ; 
So  fweet  a  circle  cannot  but  be  kind. 
Then  to  your  candid  patronage  fl'ic'll  truft, 
And  hopes  you  gracious — as  v>  c  know  you  juft,  22- 

A  PROLOGUE, 

On  renji'vlng  The  Merchant  of  Venice^  at  the  Time 
the  Bill  had  pajed  for  Naturalizing  the  Je^ivs. 

^TwiXT  the  fons  of  the  ftage,  without  penfions 

or  places. 
And  the  vagabond  Jews,  are  fome  fimilar  cafes ; 

*  Lend     . 
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Since, time  out  of  mind,  or  they're  wrong'd  muchby- 

ilander, 
Bothlawlefs  alike,  have  been  fentenc'd  to  wander; 
Then  'faith  it's  full  time  we  appeal  to  the  nation  5 
To  be  join'd  in  this  bill  for  na-tu-ra-li-za-ti-on. 
Lard !  that  word's  fo  uncouth  ! 'tis  io  irkfome  to 

fpeak  it  ! 
But  'tis  Hebrew,   I  believe,  and  tliat's  tade,  as  I 

take  it.  [million. 

Vre'il  ROW  to  the  point ;  I'm  fent  here  with  corn- 
To  prefent  this  fair  circle  our  humble  petition  ;  10 
But  confcious  what  hopes  we  fliould  have  of  fuc- 

ceeding, 
Without  (asthey  phrafe  it)  fufficiently  bleeding,   . 
And  cons^inc'd  we've  no  funds,  nor  old  gold  we  can 

rake  up,  i  -, 

Like  our  good  fathers— Abraham,  Ifaac,  and  Jacob"^ 

We  mufl frankly  confefs  v/e  have  nought  to  prefentye 

But  Shakfpeare'sold  Sterling-Pray  fet  it  content  ye. 

This  Shylock  the  Jew,  whom  we  mcuac  to  Ve- 

ftore  ye, 
Was  nat'raliz'd  oft'  by  our  fathers  before  ye  ;     18 
Then  take  him  to-night  to  your  kindeft  compaflion; 
For,  to  countenance  Jews  is  the  pink  of  the  fannon, 

A  PROLOGUE, 
For  fome  Country  Lads  performhig  The  Deuil  of  a 
-J-  Wife  in  the  Chrijlmas  Holidays. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  round  the  jovial  board. 
With  ha-mlefs  mirth  and  focial  plenty  flor'd, 
Our  parent  Britons  quaff'd  their  nut-brov/n  ale, 
And  carols  fung,  or  told  the  Chriilmas  tale,  4 

In    ftruts   St.  George,    old    England's    champion 
W^ith  hafty  freps,  impatient  to  recite  [knight. 

How  he  had  kill'd  the  dragon  once  in  fight. 

From  ev'ry  fide-fromTroy-from  ancient  Greece, 
Pruices  pour  in  to  fwell  the  motley  piece. 
And  while  their  deeds  of  prowefs  they  rehearfe,  10 
The  flowing  bowl  rewards  their  hobbling  vcrf-. 

Intent  to  raife  thisevning's  cordial  mtrth, 
Like  tkeir's  our  fimple  flage-play  comes  to  birth  . 
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Our  want  of  ari:  Vv  e  candidly  confefs, 
But  give  you  nature  in  her  homelpun  drefs  ;         15 
.  No  heroes  here — no  martial  men  of  might; 
A  cobler  is  the  champion  of  to-night : 
His  ftrap  m.ore  fani'd  than  George's  lance  of  old, 
For  it  can  tame  that  dragonefs,.  a  Icoid. 
Indulgent  then  lupport  the  cobier's  caufe, 
And,  tho'  he  may'n't  deferve  it,  fmile  applaufe,  21 

A  PP.OLOGUE, 

TO    THE    RECRUITING     OFFICER*. 

From  the  fair  manfions  of  illuflrious  fliades, 
From  groves  of  blifs  poetic  painted  meads, 
Should  Farquhar,  deck\i  with    deathlels  laurels. 
Obedient  to  his  ow^n  recruiting  drum  ;  [come 

Confcious  to-night  of  the  fuperior  grace,   .  5 

The  nobler  beauties  that  adorn  this  place, 
-  Here  v.ould  he  fix— enraptured  here  abide. 
And  change  Elyfium  for  the  Severn's  lide. 

Let  boafting  Rome  of  one  IvLecenas  teil,  so 

Countlefs  are  thofe  that  by  tlie  Severn  dvvell-; 
ParnalFus'  mount  let  future  bards  difclaim, 
Kark  how  the  Wrtkin'sf  hofpitable  name 
Swells  in  the  voice  of  Farquhar  and  of  Fam.e. 

SabrinaJ  I  fofteit  nymph  that  glides  along, 
Winding  and  various  as  her  Farquhar's  fong,       15, 
Indulgent  fmil'd  to  blefs  the  Poet's  toil, 
Anditraight  his  bays  bloom'd  irelh,  and  own'd  the 
gcn'rous  foil. 
Here — Beauty  beams,  with  focial  fweetnefs  mix'dl 
]^ere — true  Politenefs  has  her  ilandard  fix'd  ! 
Here  let  the  Mufe  her  facred  numbers  fwell,       26- 
And  here  let  fportive  wit  and  gay-drefs'd  Hum.our 
O,  miay  our  fecondary  labours  find  [dwell ! 

The  brave  propitious,  and  the  beauteous  kind! 
So  may  Salopian  plains  that  bloom  fo  gay, 
Ne'er  know  a  blaft,  but  wear  perpetual  May  !      25 

*  Mr.  Farquhar  dedicated  his  play  of  the  Recruiting  Officer  to  his  friends, 

f  The  V/r^kin,  a  remarkable  mountain  in  tl.e  county  of  Salop,  not 

far  from  Shrev/lbury. 

$  The  poetical  nawie  of  the  river  Severn. 
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AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spohen  at  Edinburgh  by  Mrs. Bellamy,  to  theTragedy 

of  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

1  HE  flame  our  hero  felt  for  his  Egyptian 
Is  finely  drawn  ;   it  glows  in  the  defcription  : 
But  modern  love  can  ne'er  maintain  its  ftation. 
So  many  dilterent  gouts  divide  t!ie  nation. 

The  man  offeniediidains  i\\e  foft'ning  paiTion  ;  5 
The  coxcomb  is  enamoured  of — the  falhion  ; 
Tlie  bon--ji'-vant  prefers  the  feaft  conviv'al ; 
And  Phillis  in  a  turtle  finds  a  rival ; 
Befides  the  gentle  race — the  petit-maitres  ! 
The  fet  infenfible  of  happy  creturs'y 
So  coy — fo  cold — that  Beauty  ne'er  can  warm  'em  ; 
So  nice,  that  nothing  but  themfelves  can  charm  'em. 

But  hold — I  run  too  faft  without  reflection, 
(Each  gen'ral  rule  admits  of  fome  exception.) 
Here*  'tis  allow'd  imperial  Beauty  governs, 
And  theref  the  conquer'd  fex  adore  their  lov'reigns. 
Let  me — to  wave  this  bagatelle — declare 
The  grateful  homage  of  a  heart  fmcere  : 
I  feel  your  favours  with  refin'd  delight, 
And  glory  in  my  patrons  of  to-night.  20 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  at  Edinburgh,  in  the  charader  of 

Lady  Fanciful. 

r  ANCY,  we're  told,  of  parentage  Italic, 
And  Folly,  whofe  original  is  Gatlic, 
Set  up  to  fale  their  vaft  mifshapen  daughter. 
And  Britain  by  a  large  fubfcription  bought  her. 

The  fertile  foil  grew  fond  of  this  exotic,  5 

And  nurs'd  her  till  her  pow'r  became  defpotic  j 
Till  every  w^ould-be  beauty  of  the  nation 
Did  homage  at  the  fhrine  of  AiFectation  : 

*  Boxes.  t  Pit. 
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But  Common  Senfe  will  certainly  dethrone  her, 
And  (like  the  fair  ones  of  this  place)  difown  her. 
If  flie  attempts  the  dimpled  fmile  delightful,        1 1 
The  dimpled  fmile  of  AfFcflation's  frightfi'.l. 
Mark  but  hf^r  bagatelles — her  vvhine-her  whimper- 
Her  loll — her  lifp — her  faunter — ftare — her  fniiper.: 
All  outres^  all — no  native  charm  about  her,  13 

And  Ridicule  would  foon  expire  without  her. 

Look  for  a  grace,  and  Affectation  hides  it ; 
If  Beauty  aims  an  arrow,  fhe  mifguides  it ; 
So  awkwardly  fhe  mends  unm.eamng  faces, 
To  Infipidity  fhe  gives  grimaces.  20 

Vv''ithout  her  dear  ccquettifli  arts  to  aid  'em, 
Fine  Ladies  would  be  juit  as — Nature  made  'em  ; 
Such  fenfible,  fmcere,  domeilic  creatures, 
The  j,e/l  of  modern  belles  and  fetit-ma'itres. 
Safe  with  good  fenfe,  this  circle's  not  in  danger,  25 
But  as  the  foreign  fantom's — here  a  flranger, 
T  gave  her  portrait,  that  the  fair  may  knov/  her. 
And  if  they  meet,  be  ready  to  forego  her  ; 
For,  tru ft  me.  Ladies  !  fhe'd  deform  your  faces, 
And  with  a  hngle  glance  deftroy  the  Graces.       30 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  at  Nor-onch^  in  the  Charaffer  of  Mrs* 
Deborah  IFoodcock,  in  Lo'vc  in  a  Village.  ' 

After  tlie  dangers  of  a  long  probation, 
When,  Sibyl-like,  (he's  fl^all'd  in  penetration  ; 
When  flie  has  conquered  each  unruly  paflion, 
And  rides  above  the  rocks  that  others  dafh  on ; 
When  deeply  m.ellow'd  with  referve  and  rigour,  5 
When  decent  gravity  adorns  her  figure  ; 
V/hy  an  old  maid,  I  wifh  the  wife  v.ould  tell  us, 
Should  be  tlie  ftanding  jeft  of  flirts  and  fellows. 
In  mAxims  fage,  in  eloquence  how  clever  ! 
Without  a  fubjeft,  fhe  can  talk — for  ever  !  10 

Rich  in  old  faws  can  bring  a  fentence  pat  in. 
And  quote  upon  occalion  lav/yers'  Latin. 

Set  up  that  toaft,  that  culprit,  nobus  corum ; 
*Tis  done — and  fhe's  demoliill'd  in  turrorum. 


EPILOGUES.  77 

If  an  old  maid's  a  dragoneis  on  duty, 
To  guard  the  golden  fruit  ofrip'ning  beauty, 
'Tis  right,  for' fear  the  giddy  fex  ihould  Avander, 
To  keep  them  in  reftraint  by  decent  llander. 
When  Ilips  are  made,  'tis  eafy  fure  to  find  'era  ; 
We  can  deteil:  before  the  fair  def-gn'd  'em.  20 

As  for  the  men,  whofe  fatire  oft  hath  ftung  us. 
Many  there  are  that  mav  be  ranked  among  us. 
Law,  with  long  fuits  and  biify  miichiefs  laden, 
In  rancour  far  exceeds  the  ancient  maiden. 
'Tis  undeny'd,  and  the  alTertion's  common,  25 

Tliat  modern  Phyfic  is  a  mere  old  woman. 
The  puny  fop,  that  fimpers  o'er  his  tea-difh, 
Andcriesl-Indeed-MifsDeb'rah'squite-old-maidifh! 
Of  doubtful  fex,  ot  undevermin'd  nature, 
In  all  refpecls  is  but  a  virgin  creture.  30 

Jefting  apart,  and  moral  truths  adjufting, 
There's  nothing  in  tlie  (late  itfelf  diigufting  :_ 
Old  maids,  as  well  as  matrons  bound  in  marriage, 
Are  valued  from  propriety  ot  carriage  : 
If  gentle  fenfe,  if  iweet  difcretion,  guide  'em,      35 
It  matters  not  tho'  coxcombs  may  deride  'em  : 
And  virtue's  virtue,  be  (he  niaia  or  wedded  ; 
A  certain  truth  !   fay — Deb 'rah  Woodcock  faid  it . 

AN  EPILOGUE, 
To  'IDC  Miifc  of  OJfianyfpokc?!  at  Edinburgh. 

In  fond  romance  let  Fancy  reign  creative ; 

Valour  among  the  northern  hills  is  natiVe  : 

The  northern  hills,  'tis  prov'd  by  OlTian's  fcory, 

Gave  early  birth  to  Caledonian  glory  ; 

Nor  could  the  ftormy  climie,  with  all  its  rigour,     5 

Repel  in  love  or  war  the  hero's  vigour. 

When  honour  call'd,  the  youth  dihiaind  to  ponder^ 

And  ab  he  fought  the  fav'rite  maid  grew  fonder. 

The  brave  by  Beauty  were  rejected  never, 

For  girls  are  gracious  when  the  lads  are  clever.    10 

If  the  bold  youth  was  in  the  field  vindictive. 
The  bard  at  home  had  ev'17  power  defcriptive  \ 
G  3 
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He  fvvell'd  the  facred  fong,  enhanc'd  tlie  {lory, 
And  raised  tlie  warrior  to  the  Ikies  of  glory. 

Tliat  northern  lads  are  ftill  unconquer'd  fellows^ 
The  foes  of  Britain  to  their  coft  can  tell  us. 
The  fvvay  of  northern  Beauty,  if  difputed, 
Look  round,  ye  Infidels!  and  frand  confuted, ['em; 
And  for  your  bards,  the  lettered  v/orld  have. known 
They're  fuch— the  facred  Oflian  cann't  difown  'en; : 

To  prove  a  partial  judgment  does  not  wrong  you^ 
And  that  your  ufual  candour  reigns  among  you, 
Look  Vv'ith  indulgence  on  this  crude  endeavour, 
And  ftamp  it  v/ith  the  fanction  of  your  favour.    24 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  in  the  Characler  of  Lady  To'-jonley,  in 

The  Provoked  Hujba^id. 

jK.T  Lady... let  me  recolle6t...who{e  n:ghtis't  ? 
No  matter... at  a  circle  the  politeft, 
Tafle  fummons  all  the  fatire  fhe  is  able, 
And  canvaffes  my  condudt  to  the  table. 

*'  A  wifereclaim'd,  and  by  a  hufband's  rigour, 5 
*'  A  wife  with  all  her  appetites  in  vigour, 
"  Lard  !   fhe  muft  make  a  lamentable  figure  ! 

*'  Where  was  her  pride  ?  of  ev'ry  fpark  dlvefted, 
*'  To  mend  becaufe  a  prudifh  huiband  prefs'd  it  ! 
*'  What !   to  prefer  his  dull  domeftic  quiet  10 

**  To  the  dear  fcenes  of  hurricane  and  riot  ? 
^'  Parties  difclaim'd,  the  liappy  rout  reje61:ed, 
•"  Bebaufe  at  ten  fue's  by  her  fpoufe  expected  ? 
*'  Oh  hideous  !   how  imnienfeiy  out  o''  nature  !    14 
*'  Don't  you",  my  Dears  !   defpife  the  fervile  crea. 

Prudence,  altho'  the  company  be  good,  [ture  r"" 
Is  often  heard,  and  fometinles  underfl:ood> 
Suppofe,  to  juftify  my  reformation, 
She'd  give'the  circle  this  concife  oration.        ' 

"  Yc  gidd}^' group  of  fafhionable  Wives!  20 

^^  That  in  contiiiu'd  riot  v/afte  your  li'^'es, 
f '  plH'ye  bat  Tee  the 'demons  that  deiccnd, 
-'-  The  carf^c  :onvuifi7e  that  oh  cards  att^'irdj 
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f*  The  midnight  fpeftres  that  furround  your  chairs, 
*'  (Rage  reddens  here,  there  Avarice  defpairb)   25 
^*  You'd  ruf]i  for  {lielter  where  contentment  lies, 
*'  To  tlie  dom^fLic  bleillngs  you  defpile. 

*'  Or  if  you^'e  no  regard  for  moral  duty, 
<'  ('Tis  trite,  but   true)— (Quadrille  will   murder 
*'  Beauty." 

Tafte  is  abafn.'d  (the  culprit  !)  Tm  acquitted  ;30 
They  praii'e  the  charafter  they  lately  pity'd  : 
They  promife  to  reform,  relinquilh  play, 
So  break  the  tables  up  at  break  of  day.  33 

AN  EPILOGUE, 

Dt'figned  to  be  fpoken  at  Aln^ick^  on  refgrAng  the 

Flayhouje  to  a  Party  detached  from  the' 

Edinburgh  Theatre. 

1  O  Alnwick's  lofty  feat,  a  fylvan  fcene  ! 
To  riling  hills  from  diliance  doubly  green, 
Go,  (fays  the  god  of  Wit)  my  flancard  bear, 
Thefe  are  the  mansions  of  the  great  and  fa'rf  ; 
'Tis  my  Olympus  now;  go  I'pread  your  banners 
there. 
Led  by  fond  Hope,  the  pointed  path  we  trace,  0 
And  ihank'd  our  patron  for  the  flow'ry  place, 
iiere — we  behold  a  gently  waving  wood, 
There — we  can  gaze  upon  a  wand  ring  flood. 
The  U'.ndfcapefmiles — the  fields  gay  fragrance  wearj 
Soft  fcenes  are  all  around — refrelhful  air  :  n 

Slender  repaft  indeed,  and  but  canielion  fare. 
A  troop,  at  certain  times  compelled  to  fhift, 
And  from  their  northern  mountains  turn'd  adrift, 
By  tyrant  managers  awhile  confign'd  '  15 

To  fatten  on  what  forage  they  can  find. 
With  lawlcfs  force  our  liberty  invades. 
And  fain  would  thruft  us  from  thefe  fav'rite  fliades;. 
But  we  (fince  Prejudice  erects  her  fcale, 
And  puffs  and  petty  artifice  prevail)  20 

t  The  Earl  '^nd  Couhtefs  of  Northun-.berland,  Lord  and  Lady 
;    •  •  Wzrkworth.  Src. 
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To  l^ronger  holds  with  cool  difcretion  run, 
And  leave  the  conquerors  to  be  undone. 
With  gratitude  ftillwe'li  acknowledge  the  favours. 
So  kindly  indulged  to  our  fimple  endeavours  :       24 
To  the  great  and  the  fair  we  reft  thankfully  debtors, 
And  wilh  we  could  fay  we  gave  place  to  our  betters. 

AN  EPILOGUE, 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  G at  her  Benefit. 

Untaught  to  tread  the  Mufe's  various  maze. 

And  quite  unpractis'd  in  poetic  lays, 

I'll  tell  my  fimple  tale  in  plain  familiar  phrafe. 

In  farmer's  yard  I've  feen  a  houfewife  ftand, 
Peace  in  her  looks,  and  plenty  in  her  hand,  5 

Dealing  her  friendly  favours  on  the  ground, 
Whilft  all  the  neighb'ring  poultry  gathers  round. 

Bold  Chanticleer,  in  fhining  plumage  gay. 
Struts  on  before,  and  leads  the  well-known  way  ; 
His  confort  next,  fhe  guides  his  chatt'ring  train,  10 
Impatient  to  devour  the  golden  grain  ; 
Next  ftalks  the  turkey-cock  above  the  reft. 
With  rofy  gills  and  elevated  cheft  ; 
The  fcreaming  goofe  and  waddling  duck  come  laft. 
Alike  partakers  of  the  free  repaft.  15 

The  breakfaft  done,  behold  each  thanklefs  gueft, 
(Some  birds,  like  men,  make  gratitude  a  jeft) 
W^ith  infolence  and  pamper'd  pride  elate, 
Prefumes  his  merit  lliould  provide  him  meat,      19 
And  thinks  the  hoftefs  thank'd  that  he  vouchfaf'd 
A  linnet  perching  on  a  neighb'ring  tree        [to  eat. 
The  well-provided  banquet  chanc'd  to  fee  ; 
She  lights,  and,  mingling  with  the  motley  crew, 
Feafted,  as  moft,  at  free  expence  will  do  ; 
Then  fmgling  from  the  mercenary  throng,  25 

Repaid  the  gen'rous  donor  with  a  fong. 

Could  vv-ell-wrought  numbers  with  my  wiih  agree,. 
The  grateful  linnet  you'd  behold  in  me  ; 
But  doom'd  to  filence  from  my  want  of  fkill. 
Accept,  kind  Patrols !  of  a  warm  good  wilL       30 


SPILOGUES. 


Si 


AN  EPILOGUE, 
Spoken  by  a  Child  Nine  Tears  oH. 

As   the  wife   ones  within    liave   alTur'd   me  it's 

common 
For  chits  of  my  age  to  be  aping  the  woroan, 
To  prove  that  I've  talents  as  well  as  another, 
Good  Folks !  I  ran  forward,  in  fpite  ot  my  mother. 
Don't  tell  me,  fays  I— th«iy  fhall  know  how  the  cafe 

is  ;      ■ 
I'm  not  to  be  check'd  in  my  airs  and  my  graces  :  6 
I  was  born  a  coquette,  and  by  Goles  I'm  not  idle  j 
i  can  ogle  already — look  peevifli,  and  bridle  ; 
And  I'll  practile  new  geftures  each  night  and  each 
morning  [ing. 

'Gainrt:  I  reach  to  my  teens— fo  I  give  ye  fair  warn- 
Tho'  I  move  ye  at  prefent  with  nothing  but  laugh- 
ter, [hereafter. 
Look  VN-ell  to  your  hearts,  Beaux  ! — I'll  fwinge  ye 
Have  patience  then  pray,  and,  by  practice  grown 

bolder, 
ril  promife  to  pleafe  if  I  live  to  grow  older.       14 
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AN  EPIGRAM. 

A  MEMBER  of  the  modern  great 

Pafs'd  Sawney  with  his  budget ; 

The  peer  was  in  a  car  of  (late, 

The  tinker  forc'd  to  trudge  it.  4- 

But  Sawney  (hall  receive  tlie  praife 

His  Lordfhip  would  parade  for  ; 

One's  debtor  for  his  dapple  greys, 

And  t'other's  fhoes  are  paid  for.  8 

ANOTHER. 

1  O  "Wafteall  whofe  eyes  were  juft  clofing  in  death, 
Doll  counted  the  chalks  en  the  door  ;  [breath, 

**  In  peace,"  cry'd  the  wretch,"  let  me  give  up  my 
**  And  Fate  will  foon  rub  out  my  fcore."  4 

**  Come,  Bailiffs,"  cry'd  Doll,  <*(how  lil  hamper 

'<  this  cheat  f) 
*'  Let  the  law  be  no  longer  delay'd  ; 
**  I  never  once  heard  of  that  fellow^caird  Fate, 
"  And  by  G— d  he  fha'n^t  die  till  Tm  paid."        8 

ON  MR.  CHURCHILL'S  DEATH. 

Says  Tom  to  Richard,  "  Churchill's  dead." 

Says  Richard,  ''  Tom,  you  lie  : 

"  Old  Rancour  the  report  hath  fpread ; 

**  But  Genius  cannot  die."  4 

EPIGRAM. 

(_-OULD  Kate   for  Dick   cornpofe    the  Gordian 

firing, 
The  Tyburn  ^not  how  near  the  nuptial  ring! 
A  loving  wife,  obedient  to  her  vows, 
Js  bound  in  duty  to  exalt  her  fpoufe.  ^ 


IMITATIONS. 

THE  ROSE 

ANACREON,  ODE  V.  IMITATE&. 

bHED  Rofes  in  the  fprightly  juice 
Prepared  for  every  fbcial  ufe. 
So  fhall  the  earthly  neiSlar  prove 
A  draught  for  all-imperial  jove. 

Ourfelves,  vvith  rofy  chaplets  bound,  5 

Shall  iing,  aad  fet  the  goblet  round. 

Thee,  ever  gentle  Ro(e  Ave  greet  ; 
We  v.'orfliip  thee,  delicious  Sweet! 
For,  tiio'  by  mighty  gods  carels'd, 
You  deign  to  make  us  mortals  blefs'd.  10 

The  Cupids  and  the  Graces  fair 
With  myrtle  fprigs  adorn  their  hair, 
And  nimbly  ftrike  celellial  ground. 
Eternal  rofes  blooming  round. 

Bring  us  more  fweets  ere  thefe  expire,  i^- 

And  reach  me  that  harmonious  lyre  ; 
Gay  Bacchus,  Jove's  convivial  fon. 
Shall  lead  us  to  his  favorite  tun  : 
Among  the  fporting  youths  and  maids. 
Beneath  the  vine's  aufpicious  fhades. 
For  ever  young— for  ever  gay, 
We'll  dance  the  jovial  hours  away.  a» 

THE  DOVE. 

ANACREON,  ODE  IX.  IMITATED. 

1  ELL  me,"  faid  T,  "  my  beauteous  Dove  > 
<■'  (If  an  ambaiTadrefs  from  Love) 
*'  Tell  me  on  what  foft  errand  fent 
"  Thy  gentle  flight  is  this  way  bent  ? 
"  Ambrofial  fweets  thy  pinions  flied  ^ 

*'  As  in  the  quiv 'ring  breeze  they  fpread.'* 

«'  A  meirage,"  fays  the  Bird,  '*  I  bear 
*'  From  fond  Anacreon  to  the  lair; 
*'  A  virgin  of  celellial  grace, 
*<  The  Venus  of  the  humaa  ^ace  I  1^ 


84  CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

"  Me  for  an  hymn  or  amorous  ode 
*'  The  Paphian  Venus  once  beftow'd 
*'  To  the  Iweet  bard,  for  whom  I'd  fly 
**  Umveary'd  to  the  fartheft  fl<y. 

*'  Thro'  the  foft  air  he  bade  me  glide,  i  5 

**  (See  to  my  wing  his  biliefs  ty'd) 
**  And  told  me  'twas  his  kind  decree, 
**  When  I  return'd,  to  fet  me  free. 

"  'Twoul4  prove  me  but  a  fimple  bird 
**  To  take  Anacreon  at  his  word.  20 

"  Why  fnould  I  hide  me  in  the  wood, 
*'  Or  fearch  for  my  precarious  food, 
**  When  I've  my  miafter's  leave  to  fland 
"  Cooing  upon  his  friendly  hand  ? 
*'  When  I  can  be  profufely  led  25 

*'  With  crumbs  of  his  ambrofial  bread, 
*'  And  welcom'd  to  his  nectar  bowl, 
*'  Sip  the  rich  drops  that  fire  the  foul, 
*'  Till  in  fantaftic  rounds  I  fpread 
**  My  fluttering  pinions  o'er  his  head  ?  30 

*'  Or  if  he  llrike  the  trembling  wire, 
**  I  perch  upon  m.y  fav'rite  lyre, 
"  Till,  lull'd  into  luxuriant  reft, 
*•  Sleep  fteals  upon  my  raptur'd  breaflj 

•*'  Go,  Stranger  !   to  your  bus'nefs,  go  ;  35 

'*  I've  told  you  all  you  wifn'd  to  know  : 
♦*  Go,  Stranger!  and  I  think  you'll  fay, 
"  This  prattlmg  Dove's  an  arrant  jay."  38 

ANACREON, 

ODE    XIV.    IMITATED. 

V  v'HY  did  I  with  Love  engage  ? 
Why  provoke  his  mighty  rage  > 
True  it  is,  the  wandering  child 
Met  me  with  an  afpetl  miid, 

And  befought  me  like  a  friend  5 

At  his  gentle  flirine  to  bend  : 
True,  from  my  miftaken  pride 
Pue  devotion  was  deny'd^ 
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Till  (becaufe  I  would  not  yield) 

Cupid  dar'd  me  to  the  field.  10 

Now  I'm  in  my  armour  clafp'd, 
Now  the  mighty  lance  is  graip'd  ; 
But  an  Achillean  fpear 
Would  be  ineffectual  here, 

While  the  poiion'd  arrows  fly  rs 

Hot  as  lightning  from  the  fky. 

Wounded,  thro'  the  woods  I  run. 
Followed  ftill  by  Beauty's  fon  ; 
Arrows  in  malignant  Ihow'rs 

Still  the  angry  urchin  pours,  20 

Till  exhaufting  all  bis  (lore 
(When  the  quiver  yields  no  more) 

Seethe  gods a  living  dart! 

Shoots  himfeli  into  my  heart  I 

Freedom  I  muft  now  refign  ;  25 

Viaory,  O  Love  1  is  thine. 
What  can  outward  actions  win 
When  the  battle  burns  vvithin  ?  2§ 

ANACREON, 

ODE    XIX.   IMITATED, 

Old  Earth,  when  in  a  tippling  vein, 
Drinks  torrents  of  ambrofiai  rain, 
Which  the  tall  trees,  by  heat  opprefs'd, 
Drink  from  her  kind  maternal  breaft.  4 

Left  angry  Ocean  fhould  be  dry, 
The  River-gods  their  fcores  fupply  : 
The  monarch  of  the  glowing  Day 
Drinks  large  potations  from  the  lea  ;  8 

And  the  pale  emprefs  of  the  Night 
Drinks  from  his  orb  propitious  light  : 
All,  all  things  drink,  abllemious  Sage  1 
Why  fhould  not  we  our  thirft  alTuagc  ?  12 

TO  THE  SWALLOW. 

ANACREON,    ODE    XXXIII.    IMITATED. 

Soon  as  summer  glads  the  fky, 
Hither,  gentle  bird  I  you  fly, 

H 
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And,  with  golden  funfhine  blefs'd, 
Build  your  pretty  plaiier'd  neft. 

When  the  fealons  ceafe  to  fmilc  j 

(Wing'd  for  Memphis  or  the  Nile) 
Charming  Bird!  you  difappear 
Till  the  kind  fucceeding  year. 

Like  the  Swallow,  Love  !   depart ; 
Refpite  for  a  while  my  heart.  !• 

No  :   he'll  never  leave  his  neflj 
Tyrant  tenant  of  my  breaft  I 
There  a  thoufand  w  ilhes  try 
On  their  callow  wings  to  fiy  ; 

There  you  may  a  thoufand  tell,  j^ 

Pertly  peeping  thro'  the  fhell  j 
In  a  itate  unfiniflVd  rife 
Thoufands  of  a  fmaller  fize. 

Till  their  noify  chirpings  ceafe, 
Never  fhall  my  heart  have  peace.  30 

Feather'd  ones  the  younglings  i'eed. 
Till,  mature,  they're  fit  to  breed  ; 
Then,  to  fwell  the  crowded  ftore, 
They  produce  their  thoufands  more  j 
Nor  can  mighty  nuiubers  count 
In  my  breail  their  vaft  amount.  xi 

ANACREON, 

GDE    LVIII.    IMITATED. 

J\.S  I  wove,  with  w^anton  care. 

Fillets  for  a  virgin's  hair, 

CulUng  for  my  fond  defi^n 

What  the  fields  had  frefh  and  iiiie, 

Cupid — and  I  mark'd  him  well,  5 

Hid  him  in  a  cowflip  bell, 

^Yhile  he  plum'd  a  pointed  dart. 

Fated  to  inflame  the  heart 

Glowing  with  malicious  joy. 
Sudden,  I  fecur'd  the  boy,  j© 

And,  regardlefs  of  his  cries. 
Bore  the  little  frighted  prize 
Where  the  mighty  goblet  flood 
Teeming  with  a  rcfy  flood. 
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*'  Urchin  !"  in  my  rage,  I  cry'd, 
**  What  avails  thy  fancy  pride  ? 
*'  From  thy  bafy  vengeance  free, 
•'  Triumph  nov,-  belongs  to  me  : 
**  Thus,  T  drown  thee  in  my  cup  ; 
**  Thus,  in  wine,  J  drink  thee  up.'*'  2# 

Fatal  was  the  nectar'd  draught 
That  to  murder  Love  I  quaif'd  : 
O'er  my  bofom's  fond  domains 
Now  the  cruel  tyrant  reigns. 

On  my  heart's  moft  tender  firings  25 

Striking  with  his  ^vanton  vvings. 
I'm  for  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
All  the  infolence  of  Love.  ^S 

IMITATION, 

FROM    ANACREOPT. 

-t*  ILL  me  that  capacious  cup. 
Fill  it  to  the  margin  up  ;  ( 

From  my  veins  the  thirfty  Day 
Qu^afFs  the  vital  frrength  away. 

Let  a  wreath  my  temples  fhield  g 

Freih  from  the  enamell'd  field  ; 
Thefe  declining  rofes  bow, 
Blafted  by  my  fultry  brow. 

Flow'rets,  by  their  friendly  aid. 
From  the  funbeam.s  form  a  fhade  5  10 

Let  me  from  my  heart  require, 
(Glowing  with  intenfe  defire) 
Is  tJiere  in  the  deepefr  grove 
Shelter  from  the  beams  of  Love  ?  14 

THE  DANCE, 

ANACREONTIC. 

Xi-ARFC  I  the  fpeaking  ftrings  invite, 

Mufic  calls  us  to  delight : 

See  I   the  maids  in  meafures  mox^e,  • 

V/inding  like  the  maze  of  love  : 

As  they  mingle,  madly  gay,  \g 

Sporting  Hebe  leads  the  way. 


S:8  CUNNINGHAM'S    JOEMS-. 

On  each  glowing  cheek  is  fpiead 
Rofy  Cupid's  native  red. 
And  fromev'ry  fparklingeye 

Pointed  darts  at  random  tly.  ^s 

Love  and  active  Youth  advance 
ForeiTioft  in  the  fprightly  danpe. 
As  the  magic  numbers  rife, 
Thro'  my  veins  the  poiCon  flies; 
Raptures  not  to  be  exprefs'd  .   li 

Revel  in  my  throbbing  breaft : 
Jocund  as  we  beat  the  ground , 
Love  and  harmony  go  round. 

Every  m.aid  (to' crown  his  blifs) 
-Gives  her  youth  a  rofy  kifs  ;  20 

Such  a  kifs  as  might  infpire 
Thrilling  raptures— loft  defire  : 
Such  Adonis  might  receive, 
Such  the  queen  of  Beauty  gave, 
V/hen  the  conquer'd  goddefs  llrovc  ^S 

(In  the  confcious  myrtle-grove) 
To  inflame  the  boy  with  love. 

Let  j;ot  pride  cur  fports  reftrain  ; 
Banifh  hence  the  prude  Difdain  ! 
Think — ye  Virgins  !   if  you're  coy,  "^o 

Think — ye  rob  yourfelves  of  joy  ; 
Every  moment  you  refufe, 
So  much  ecftafy  you  lofe; 
Think,  how  faft  thefe  moments  fly, 
,lf  you  Ihould  too  long  deny, 
Love  and  Beauty  both  will  die.  3^ 

HORACE, 

ODE    X.    BOOK    IV.    IMITATED. 

ChLOE,  my  moft  tender  care, 

Always  coy  ar.d  always  fair  \ 

Should  unwifh'd-for  languor  fpread 

O'er  that  beauteous  white  and  red  ; 

Sliould  thefe  locks,  that  fweetly  play  5 

JDov/n  thefe  fnoulders,  fall  away. 

And  that  lovely  bloom,  that  glows 

Fairer  than  the  faireft  rofe, 
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STionld  it  farie,  and  leave  thy  face 

Spoil'd  of  ev'ry  killing  grace  ;  so 

Should  your  glaf^  the  charge  betray. 

Thus,  my  Fair  !  you'd  \veepii>g  fay, 

"•  Cruel  Gods  f  does  beauty  fade, 

*'  Now  v.-arm  defires  my  breaft  invade  ? 

*■'  And  ^vhy,  while  blooming  youth  did  glow, 

"  Was  this  heart  as  cold  as  fnow  J"  16 

SAPPHO'S  HYMN  TO  VENUS, 

IMITATED, 

XiAIL!   (with  eternal  beauty  blefs'd. 

O'er  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd  !) 

Hail,  Venus !  'tis  thy  fiave's  requef?: 

Her  peace  may  be  reftor'd  : 

Break  the  fond  bonds,  remove  the  lanlcling  fm3r^, 

Andbid  thy  tyrant  fon  from  Sappho's  foul  depart,  6 

II. 
Once  you  defcended,  queen  of  Love  ! 
At  Sappho's  bold  delire, 
From  the  high  roofs  of  facred  Jove, 
Thy  ever  glorious  fire  ! 
I  faw  thy  dufky-pinion'd  fparrows  bear 
Thy  .chariot,  roiling  light  thro' the  rejoicing  air.  12 

III. 
No  tranfient  vifit  you  defign'd, 
Your  wanton  birds  depart. 
And  v/ith  a  look  divinely  kind,- 
That  footh'd  my  fluttering  heart,  [reft? 

*'  Sappho,"  fay  you,    "  what  forrow  breaks   thy 
*'  How  can  I  give  relief  to  thy  conflicUngbreaft  ?i8 

IV. 

*'  Is  there  a  youth  feverely  coy 
*'  My  fav'rite  would  fubdue  ? 
*'  Or  has  fhe  loft  fome  wandering  boy, 
**  To  plighted  vows  untrue  ? 
**  Spread  thy  foft  nets,  the  rambler  Hiall  return, 
**  And  with  new-lighted  fiames,   more  fond,  more 
*'  fiercely  burn.  24^ 
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V. 

^-^^  Thy  proffer'd  gifts  tho'  he  deride, 

"  And  fcorn  thy  glowing  charms, 

**  Soon  fliall  his  ev'ry  art  be  try'd 

"  To  win  thee  to  his  arms  ; 

.*'  Tho'  he  be  now  as  cold  as  virgin  fnov.-, 

*'  The  victim  in  his  turn  Ihall  like  rou^'d  JEtru. 

**gl0W."  ^iJi 

VI. 

Thee,  Goddefs  1  I  again  invoke, 
Thefe  mad  defiies  remove  ! 
Again  I've  felt  tlie  furious  ftroke 
Of  irrefifrlefs  Love  : 

Bid  gentle  peace  to  Sappho's  breafl  return, 
Dr  make  the  youch  (he  loves  with  mutiiAl  ardour 
.     burn.  36 

TO  THE  EVENING  STAR, 

MOSCHUS,    IDYI,LIUM-VII. 
AS    TRANSLATED    BY    DR.    BROOME, 

11  AIL,  golden  Star  !   of  ray  ferene  ! 

Thou  favTite  of  the  Cyprian  queen  I 

P  Hefper!  glory  of  the  niglit, 

Diffufing  thro'  the  gloom  delight, 

Whofe  beams  all  other  (lars  outfhine  4 

As  much  as  filver  Cynthia  thine  ; 

O  !    guide  me,  fpeeding  o'er  the  plain. 

To  him  I  love,  ray  fliepherd  I'wain  ; 

He  keeps  the  mirthful  feaft,  and  foon  - 

Dark  (hades  will  cloud  the  fplendid  moon. 

Of  lambs  I  never  robb'd  the  fold, 

Nor  the  lone  traveller  of  gold  : 

Love  is  my  crime  :   O  !   lend  thy  ray 

To  guide  a  lover  on  her  way. 

May  the  bright  ftar  of  Venus  prove 

The  gentle  harbinger  of  Love  !  i 
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AN  ELEGY 

ON    A    PILE     OF    RUINS. 
Afpice  murorem  moles,  pra?ruptaque  faxa  !         Jama  ViiAis. 
Omnia,  tempus  edax  depalcitur,  omaia  carpit.        Seutca.. 

X   .  I. 

IN  the  full  profpe6l  yonder  hill  commands, 

O'er  barren  heaths  and  cultivated  plains. 

The  veftige  of  an  ancient  abbey  ftands, 

Clofe  by  a  ruin'd  caftle's  rude  remains.  4 

II. 
Half  bury'd,  there  lie  many  a  broken  buf?-, 
And  obelifk  and  urn  overthrown  by  Time; 
And  many  a  cherub  there  defcends  in  dull 
From  the  rent  roof  and  portico  fublime.  S 

III. 
The  rivulets,  oft'  frighted  at  the  found 
Of  fragments  tumbling  from  the  to^v'rs  on  high, 
Plunge  to  their  fource  in  fecret  caves  profound, 
Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry.        12 

IV. 

Where  rev'rend  fhrines  in  Gothic  grandeur  flood. 
The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  nightfhade,  fpreads ; 
And  aflilings,  wafted  from  the  neighbTing  wood. 
Thro'  the  worn  turrets  wave  their  trembling  heads. 

V. 

There  Contemplation,  to  the  crowd  unknown, 

Her  attitude  composed,  and  afpecl  fweet. 

Sits  mufmg  on  a  monumental  fione, 

And  points  to  the  memento  at  her  feet.  25 

VI. 

Soon  as  fage  Ev'ning  check'd  Day's  funny  pride, 
I  left  the  mantling  fliade  in  moral  mood, 
And,  feated  by  the  maid's  fequefter'd  fide, 
SighM  as  the  mould'ring  monuments  I  view  'd.     24 

VII. 

Inexorably  calm,  with  filent  pace 
Here  Tim.e  hath  pafs'd — what  ruin  m.arks  his  way  ! 
This  Pile,  now  crumbling  o'er  its  hallow'd  bafe," 
I  urn'd  not  bis  >i:ep,  nor  could  hi?  courfe  delay,  2S 
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VIII. 

Religion  rais'd  her  fiipplicating  eyes 

In  vain,  and  Melody  her  fong  fublime; 

In  vain  Philofophy,  with  maxims  wife, 

Would  touch  the  cold  unfeeling  heart  of  Time.  32 

IX. 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  tho'  not  mov'd  to  fpare. 
Relented  Avhen  he  ftruck  its  finilh'd  pride  ? 
And,  partly  the  rude  ravage  to  repa'ir, 
The  tott'ring  tov/'rs  vvith  twifted  ivy  ty'd.  3^ 

X. 

How  folemn  is  the  cell,  o'drgrown  vvii-h  mofs. 
That  terminates  the  view  yon'  cloifter'd  way  ! 
In  the  cruihM  wall  a  time-corroded  crofs, 
Religion-like,  Hands  mouldering  in  decay  !  40 

XI. 

Where  the  mild  fun  thro'  faint  encypher'd  glafs, 
Illum'd  with  mellow  light  yon  duflcy  aifle, 
Many  rapt  hours  might  Meditation  pafs. 
Slow  moving  'twixt  the  pillars  of  the  PJe  !         44 

XII. 

And  Piety  with  myflic-meaning  beads, 

Bowing  to  fiiints  on  ev'ry  fide  inurn'd. 

Trod  off  the  folitary  path  that  leads 

Where  now  the  facred  altar  lies  o'erturn'd  !         4S 

XIII. 

Thro'  the  grey  grove,  between  thofe  withering  trees^ 
'Mongft  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 
A  marble-imag'd  matron,  on  her  knees. 
Half-wafted,  like  a  Niobe  in  tears  :  53 

XIV. 

Low  levell'd  in  the  duR,  her  darling's  laid  ! 
Death  pity'd  not  the  pride  of  youthful  bloom  ; 
Nor  could  maternal  piety  dilTiiade 
Or  foften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb.  56 

XV. 

The  relics  of  a  mitred  faint  may  reft 
Where  mould'ring  in  the  niche  his  ftatue  ftands, 
Now  namelefs  as  the  crowd  that  kifs'd  his  veft, 
And  crav'd  the  benediction  of  his  hands.  6© 
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XVI. 

Nejir  the  brown  arch,  redoublin;^  yondc  gloom, 
The  bones  of  an  illuftrious  chieftain  lie. 
As,  trac'd  among  the  fragments  of  his  tomb. 
The  trophies  of  a  broken  Fame  imply.  64. 

XVII. 

Ah  !  what  avails  that  o'er  the  vaffiil-plain 
His  rights  and  rich  demelnot,  Extended  v/ide  ? 
That  Honour  and  her  knights  compos'd  his  train, 
And  Chivalry  Rood  marfhali'd  by  his  iide  r  68 

XVI!!. 

Tho'  to  the  clouds  his  calUe  feem.ed  to  climb, 
And  frown'd  defiance  on  the  defp'rate  foe  ; 
Tho'  deem'd  invincible,  the  conq'ror  Time 
Levell'd  the  fabric  as  the  founder  low.  jz 

XIX. 

Where  the  light  lyre  gave  m.any  a  foft'ning  found, 
Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birds  of  difcord  dwell; 
And  where  Society  fat  fweelly  crown'd 
Eternal  Solitude  has  fix'd  her  cell. 

XX. 

The  lizard  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat 
Inhabit  now,  perhaps,  the  painted  room, 
Where  the  fage  matron  and  her  maidens  fat, 
Sweet  Tinging  at  the  filver-working  loom.  80 

XXI. 

The  traviler  is  bewilder'd  on  a  Avafle  ; 
And  the  rude  winds  incelTant-feem  to  roar, 
Where  in  his  groves,  with  arching  arbours  grac'd, 
Young  lovers  often  figh'd  in  days  of  yore.  84 

XXII 

His  aqueducts,  that  led  the  limpid  tide 

To  pure  canals,  a  cryihil  cool  fupply  ' 

In  the  deep  duft  their  barren  beauties  hide  : 

Time's  ihirft,  unquenchable,  has  drain'd  them  dry, 

XXIII 

Tho'  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  were  fpent 
With  Comus  and  the  laughter-loving  crew, 
And  the  fweet  brow  of  Beauty,  fliU  unbent, 
Brighten'd  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  flew:  ^i 
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XXIV. 

Fleet  are  the  fleecy  moments  !   fly  they  muft^ 
Not  to  be  ftay'd  by  mafli  or  midnight  roar  ; 
Nor  fhall  a  pulfe  among  that  mouid'ring  duft 
Beat  wanton  at  the  fmiles  of  Beauty  more.  96 

XXV. 

Can  the  deep  flatefman,  fkill'd  in  deep  defign, 
Protract  but  for  a  day  precarious  breath  ? 
Or  the  tun'd  foll'wer  of  the  facred  Nine, 
Soothe  with  his  melody,  infatiate  Death?  100 

XXVI. 

Nc-.Tho"  the  palace  bar  her  golden  gate. 

Or  monarchs  plant  ten  thoufand  guards  around. 

Unerring  and  unfeen,  the  Ihaft  of  Fate 

Strikes  the  devoted  viclim  to  the  ground.  104 

XXVII, 

What  then  avails  Ambition's  wide-ftretch'd  wing. 
The  Schoolman's  page,  or  pride  ot  Beauty's  bloom? 
The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-rob'd  king. 
Levelled,  lie  mix'd  promifc'ous  in  the  tomb.       loS 

xxvm. 
The  Macedonian  monarch,  wife  and  good. 
Bade,  when  the  morning's  rofy  reign  began. 
Courtiers  fhould  call,  as  round  his  couch  they  flood, 
<'  Philip,  remember  thou'rt  no  more  than  man  :  112 

XXIX. 

**  Tlio'  Glory  fpread  thy  name  from  pole  to  pole; 
*'  Tho'  thou  art  merciful,  and  brave,  and  juft; 
**  Philip,  refle6f ,  thou'rt  pofting  to  the  goal 
**  Where  mortals  mix  in  undillingu!fli'd  duftT'iiS 

XXX. 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and.arms  renown'd, 
^ Egypt  and  Syria's  wide  domains  fubdu'd) 
Returning  with  imperial  triumphs  crown'd, 
Sigh'd  when  the  perifhable  pomp  he  view'd  :     120 

XXXI. 

And  as  he  rode  high  in  his  regal  car, 
In  all  the  purple  pride  of  Conquelt  drefs'd, 
Confpicuous  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac'd  pendent  on  a  fpear  his  burial  veft  j  124. 
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XXXII. 

While  thus  the  herald  cry'd,— <'  This  fon  of  PowY, 

'*.  This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bowM, 

*'  May  in  the  fpace  of  one  revolving  hoar 

**  Boall  of  no  other  fpoil  but  yonder  Ihroud  !"   12& 

XXXIII. 

Search  where  Ambition  rag'd,  with  rigour  fteel'd. 
Where  Slaughter  like  the  rapid  lightning  ran, 
And  fay,while  Memory  w  eeps  the  b:ood-ftain'd  fieldj 
Where  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  common  man  ? 

XXXIV. 

Vain  then  are  pyramids  and  motto'd  rtones. 
And  monumental  trophies  rais'd  on  liigh  ; 
ForTim.e  confounds  them  with  the  crumbling  bones, 
That,  mix'd  in  hafty  graves,  unnoticed  lie.         136 

XXXV. 

Refts  not  beneath  the  turf  the  peafants  head 
Soft  as  ihe  lord's  beneath  the  hibour'd  tomb  ! 
Or  fleeps  one  colder  in  his  clofe  clay-bed 
Than  tii'other  in  the  wide  vault's  dreary  womb ! 

xxxvi. 
Hither  let  lux'ry  lead  her  loofe-rob'd  train, 
Here  flutter  Pride  on  purpie-painted  wings. 
And  from  the  moral  profpe^il  learn — how  vain 
The  uilh  that  lighs  for  fublunary  things  !  144 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  GRANBY, 

r  OPv  private  lofs  the  lenient  tear  may  flow, 
An^  give  a  fhort,  perhaps  a  quick,  relief, 
While  the  full  heart,  overcharged  with  public  woe, 
Mult  labour  thro'  a  long  protrafted  grief.  4 

This  fudden  flroke  ('twas  like  the  lightning's  blaft) 
The  fons  of  Albion  cann't  enough  deplore  ; 
Think,  Britons  !   think  en  all  his  triumphs  paft, 
And  weep. — Your  warrior  is — alas!  no  more.         S 

Blight,  we  are  told,  refpecls  the  conqueror's  tree, 
And  thro'  the  laurel-grove  with  caution  fi:es  : 
Vague — and  how^  vain  muft  that  alTertien  be, 
Covei'd  with  laurels,  when  a  Granby  dies  1  12 
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ON    THE    DEATH    OF 

MR OF  SUNDERLAND. 

Go,  breath  of  Sorrow— go,  attending  Sighs, 
Acquaint  the  natives  of  the  northern  ihore, 
The  man  they  lovM,  the  man  they  honourd,  dies. 
And  Charity's  firfl  fteward— is  no  more.  4 

Where  (hall  the  poor  a  friendly  patron  find  ? 
Who  Ihall  relieve  them  from  their  loads  of  pain  > 
Say,  has  he  left  a  feeling  heart  behind, 
So'gracious— good— fo  tenderly  humane  ? 

Yes— there  furvives  his  darling  offspring— young. 
Yet  in  the  paths  of  Virtue  ileady — lure  : 
'Twas  the  laft  leffon  from  his  parent's  tongue, 
*'  Think  (O  remember  !)  think  upon  my  poor."'  12 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF 

MRS.  SLEIGH,  OF  STOCKTON. 

Much  lov'd, much  honor'd,much  lamenteJSlelgh! 
The  kindred  Virtues  had  expir'd  Vvith  thee, 
Were  it  ordain'd  the  daughters  of  the  fky, 
Like  the  frail  offspring  of  the  earth,  couhi  die  : 
Trembling;  they  ftand  at  thy  too  early  doom, 
And  mingling  tears  to  confecrate  thy  tomb. 

ON  A  VEP.Y  YOUNG  LADY. 

See  how  the  buds  and  bloffoms  (hoot ! 
Hov/  fweet  will  be  the  rammer  fruit ! 
Let  us  behold  the  infant  rofe. 
How  fragrant  when  its  beauty  blows ! 
The  morning  fmiles  ferenelygay. 
How  bright  vv ill  be  the  promis'd  day  ! 

Contem.plate  next  the  charming  maid 

In  early  innocence  array 'd. 

If  in  the  morning  of  her  years 

A  luftre  fo  intenfe  appears, 

When  time  fhall  point  her  noontide  rays. 

When  her  meridian  charms  ffinU  blaze, 

>:one  bat  the  eagle-ey'd  inultgaze. 
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ON  ALDERMAN  W 

THE    HISTORY    OF    HIS     LIFE. 

1  HAT  he  was  born,  it  cannot  be  deny'd. 
He  ate,  drank,  flept,  talk'd  politics,  and  dy'd. 

AN  ELEGY  ON  HTS  DEx^TH. 

1  HAT  Fate  would  not  grant  a  reprieve, 

'Tis  true  we  have  cauie  to  lament  ; 

Yet  'faitli  'tis  a  folly  to  grieve, 

So  e'en  let  us  all  be  content.  4 

On  the  flone  that  was  plac'd  o'er  his  head 
(When  he  mingled  with  Ihadows  lo  grim) 
Thefe  words  may  be  ev'fy  day  read, 
'*  Here  lies  the  late  Alderman  Whim."  S 

EPJGRAPH 

FOR      DEAN      swift's      MONUMENT. 

ExcCiiUd  hj  M,-.  P.  Cvnnir.gham-,  Statuary  in  Dublin. 

>SaY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame 
What  added  honours  can  the  fculptorgive  ? 
None — 'Tis  a  lanction  from  th.e  Drapier's  name 
Muft  bid  the  fculptor  and  his  marble  live. 

THE   CONTEMPLATIST: 

A    NIGHT-PIECE. 

Nox  erat 
Cum  tacet  omnis  ager,  pe::udes,  pi(!>sque  volucres, 

1  HE  queen  of  Contemplation,  Night,     " 

Begins  her  balmy  reign, 

Advancing  in  their  vary'd  light 

Her  fiiver-vefted  train/  4 

li. 
'Tis  ftrange  the  many  marfnaird  ftars. 
That  ride  yon"  facred  round. 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 
A  fileace  fo  profound  ! 

z 
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III. 

A  kind,  a  philofophic,  calm 

The  cool  Creation  wears  ; 

And  what  Day  drank  of  dewy  balm 

The  gentle  Night  repairs.  j^ 

IV. 

Behind  their  leafy  curtains  hid, 

The  feather'd.  race  how  ftill ! 

How  quiet  now  the  gamefome  kid 

That  gamboU'd  round  the  hiii  I  16. 

V. 

The  fweets  that,  bending  o'er  their  banks. 

From  ful try  day  reclin'd  ; 

Revive  in  little  velvet  ranks, 

And  fcent  the  weftern  wind.  20 

VI. 

The  moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire, 

Appears  among  the  tufted  trees, 

A  phoenix  neiton  fire.  -24 

VII. 

But  foft— the  golden  glow  fubfides, 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high, 

And  now  in  filver  pomp  Ihe  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  Iky.  aS 

VIII. 

Where  Time,  upon  the  wither'd  tree. 

Hath  carv'd  the  moral  chair, 

1  fit,  from  bufy  pailions  free, 

And  breathe  the  placid  air.  3; 

IX. 

The  wither'd  tree  vv^as  once  in  prime. 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  fky  : 

Thus  at  the  touch  of  ruthlefs  Time, 

Shall  Youth  and  Vigour  die.  36 

X. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe  ; 

It  glows  ferenely  gay  : 

Come,  Science  !  by  my  fide  advance  j 

We'll  fearch  the  milky  way,  ,  "  40 
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XI. 

Let  us  defcend — The  daring  flight 

Fatigues  my  teeble  mind  ; 

And  Science  in  the  miize  of  light 

Is  impotent  and  blind.  44 

XII. 

What  are  thofe  wild,  thofe  wandering  fires 

Thaj:  o'er  the  moorland  ran  ? 

Vapours.     How  like  the  vague  defires 

That  cheat  the  heart  of  man  !  4S 

XIII. 

But  there's  a  friendly  guide  ! — a  flame, 

That,  lambent  o'er  his  bed, 

Enlivens  with  a  gladfome  beam 

The  hermit's  ofier  fhed.  52 

XIV. 

Among  the  ruflet  fhades  of  night 

It  glances  from  afar, 

And  darts  along  the  duflc  fo  bright, 

It  feems  a  filver  ftar  !  ^6 

XV. 

In  coverts  (where  the  few  frequent) 

If  Virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 

'Tis  thus  the  little  lamp  Content 

Gives  luftre  to  his  cell.  60 

XVI. 

Hov/  fmooth  that  rapid  river  Aides 

Progreflive  to  the  deep  ! 

The  poppies  pendent  o'er  its  fides 

Have  charm'd  the  waves  to  fleep.  64. 

XVII. 

Pleafure's  intoxicated  fons, 
Ye  Indolent !  ye  Gay  ! 

Reflect for  as  the  river  runs 

Life  v/ings  its  tracklefs  way.  6g 

XVIII. 

That  branching  grove  of  duflcy  green 
Conceals  the  azure  fky. 
Save  where  a  ftarry  fpace  betv^'een 
Relieves  the  darken'd  eye.  ^st 

12 
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XIX. 

Old  Error  thus  witli  fliades  impure 

Throws  facred  Truth  behind, 

Yet  lometimes  thro'  the  deep  obfcure 

She  burfts  upon  the  mind.  76 

XX. 

Sleep  and  her  fifter  Silence  reign  ; 

They  lock  the  Ihepherd's  fold  : 

But  hark  !  ...I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 

'Tis  loft  upon  the  wold  1  ?o 

XXI. 

To  favage  herds,  that  haunt  for  prey, 

An  unrefifling  prize  ! 

For,  having  trod  a  devious  w^ay, 

The  little  rambler  dies.  §4 

XXII. 

As  lucklefs  is  the  virgins  lot 

Whom  pleafure  once  mifguides, 

When  hurry'd  from  the  halcyon  cot 

Where  Innocence  prefides 88 

XXIII. 

The  Paffions,  a  relentlefs  train  ! 

To  tear  the  viftim,  run  : 

She  feeks  the  paths  of  Peace  in  vain, 

Is  conquer  d — and  undone.  92 

XXIV. 

How  bright  the  little  infefts  blaze 

Where  willows  ihade  the  way  ! 

As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays 

Could  emulate  the  day.  9^ 

XXV. 

'Tis  thus  the  pigmy  fons  of  Pow'r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 

Thus  glitter  in  the  darken 'd  hour, 

And  like  the  glow-worms  fade  !  100 

xxvi. 
The  foft  ferenity  of  Night 
Ungentle  clouds  deform  ; 
The  filverhoft,  that  (hone  fo  bright. 
Is  hid  behind  u  Storm.  I04 
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XXVIl. 

The  angry  elements  engage  ! 

An  o:ik  (an  ivy'd  bovv'r) 

Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  rage, 

And  fliieldsme  irom  the  fhow'r.  loS 

XXVIII. 

The  rancour  thus  of  rufhing  Fate 

Tve  learned  to  render  vain  ; 

For,  whilft  Integrity's  her  feat. 

The  foul  will  fit  ferene.  jiz 

XXIX. 

A  raven  from  fome  greedy  vault, 

Amidft  that  cloifter'd  gloom. 

Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folemn  thought ! 

Reflect  upon  the  tomb.  ii6 

XXX. 

The  tomb  !—The  confecrated  dome. 

The  temple,  rais'd  to  Peace ! 

The  port  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race  !  i2Q 

XXXI. 

Yon'  village  to  the  moral  mind 

A  folemn  afpect  wears, 

Where  Sleep  hath  luU'd  the  laboured  hind. 

And  kiird  his  daily  cares  :  124 

XXXII- 

'Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  night. 

An  emblematic  bed  I 

That  offers  to  the  mental  fight 

The  temporary  dead.  12S 

XXXIII. 

From  hence  I'll  penetrate  in  thought 

The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep  ; 

And,  tutor'd,  hence  be  timely  taught 

To  meet  my  final  deep.  13^ 

XXXIV. 

'Tis  peace  !— (The  little  chaos  paft  ! ) 
The  gracious  moon's  reftor'd  ! 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blaft 
That  thro'  the  foreftroar'd.  13$ 

13 
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XXXV. 

The  nightingale,  a  welcome  gueft: ! 

Renews  her  gentle  flrains  ; 

And  Hope,  juft  wand'ring  from  my  breaft, 

Her  wonted  feat  regains.  140 

XXXVI. 

Yes — When  yon'  lucid  orb  is  dark. 

And  darting  from  on  high. 

My  foul,  a  more  ceieftia)  fpark! 

Shall  keep  her  native  fky.  144 

XXXVII. 

Fann'd  by  the  light — the  lenient  breeze, 

My  limbs  refreihment  find  ; 

And  moral  rhapfodies  like  thefc 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind.  148 

A  LANDSCAPE. 

Ruramihiet  irrigui  placeant  in  valiibus  omnes.  Virg. 

JNoW  that  Summer's  ripen'd  bloom 

Frolics  where  the  winter  frown'd, 

Stretched  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom, 

V/£  command  the  Landfcape  round.  4 

II. 
Nature  in  the  profpect  yields 
-Humbld  dales  and  mountains  bold, 
Meadows,  woodlands,  heaths,  and  fields, 
Yellow'd  o'er  with  waving  gold.  8 

III. 
Goats  upon  that  frowning  deep 
Pearlefs  with  their  kidlings  broufe  j 
There  a  flock  of  fnowy  fiieep, 
Here  an  herd  of  motley  cows.  12 

IV. 

On  the  uplands  ev'ry  glade 

Brightens  in  the  blaze  of  day  ; 

O'er  the  vales  the  fober  Iliads 

SoJtens  to  an  ey'ning  giey,  16. 
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V. 

Where  the  rill  by  flow  degrees 

Swells  into  a  cryftal  pool, 

Slu'.ggy  rocks  and  flielving  trees 

Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool.  .  20 

Yi. 
Shlver'd  by  a  thiinderu:roke 
From  the  mountain's  milty  ridge, 
O'er  the  brook  a  ruin'd  oak 
Near  the  fannhoiife  forms  a  bridge.  24 

VII. 

On  lier  breaft  tlie  funny  beam 

Glitters  in  meridian  pr  de. 

Yonder  as  the  virgin  ftream 

Hafrens  to  the  reltlefs  tide 28 

VIII. 

VvMiere  the  fliips  by  wanton  gales 

Wafted  o'er  the  green  waves  run, 

Sweet  to  fee  their  fwelling  fails 

Whiten'd  by  the  laughing  fun.  32 

IX. 

High  upon  the  daify'd  hill, 

Riling  from  the  flope  of  trees. 

How  the  wings  of  yonder  mill 

Labour  in  the  bafy  breeze!....  36 

X. 

Cheerful  as  a  fummer's  morn, 

Bouncing  from  her  loaded  pad, 

Where  the  maid  prefents  her  corn, 

Smirking  to  the  miller's  lad.  40 

XI. 

O'er  the  green  a  feftal  throng 

Gambols  in  fantaftic  trim 

As  the  full  cart  moves  along  : 

Hearken  ! — "'tis  the  harveft  hymn,  44 

XII. 

Linnets  on  the  crowded  fprays 

Chorus — and  the  woodlarks  rife, 

Soaring  with  a  fong  of  praife 

Till  the  fweet  notes  reach  the  feies,  4S 
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XIII- 

Torrents  in  extended  fheets 

Down  the  cliffs  dividing  break  ; 

'Twixt  the  hills  the  water  meets. 

Settling  in  a  filyer  lake.  $i 

XIV. 

From  his  languid  flocks  the  fwain. 

By  the  funbeams  fore  opprefs'd. 

Plunging  in  the  wat'ry  plain, 

Plows  it  with  his  glov/ing  breaft.  56 

XV. 

Where  the  mantling  willows  nod 

From  the  green  bank's  flopy  fide. 

Patient,  with  his  well-thrown  rod. 

Many  an  angler  breaks  the  tide.  60 

XVI. 

On  the  ides,  with  ofiers  drefs'd. 

Many  a  fair-plum' d  halcyon  breeds  ; 

Many  a  wild  bird  hides  her  neft. 

Covered  in  yon""  crackling  reeds.  64. 

XVII. 

Fork-tail'd  prattlers,  as  they  pafs 

To  their  neftlings  in  the  rock, 

Darting  on  the  liquid  glafs, 

Seem  to  kifs  the  mimick'd  flock,  6S 

XVIII. 

"Where  the  ftone-crofs  lifts  its  head. 

Many  a  faint  and  pilgrim  hoar 

Up  the  hill  was  wont  to  tread 

Barefoot  in  the  days  of  yore.  '  72 

XIX. 

Guardian  of  a  facred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  rev'rend  fhades, 

Whilome  in  that  fhatter'd  cell 

Many  an  hermit  told  his  beads.      '  76 

XX. 

Sultry  mifts  furround  the  heath 
Where  the  Gothic  dome  appears, 
0"er  the  trembling  groves  beneath. 
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XXI. 

Turn  to  tlie  contrafled  fcene, 

Where,  beyond  thefe  hoary  piles, 

Gay  upon  the  riiing  green, 

Many  an  Attic  building  {miles.  84 

XXII. 

Painted  gardens,  grots,  and  groves, 

Intermingling  iTiade  and  light, 

Lengthen'd  viftas,  green  alcoves, 

Join  to  give  the  eye  delight.  86 

XXIII. 

Hamlets — villages,. and  fpires, 

Scatter'd  on  the  Landfcape  lie, 

Till  the  diftant  view  retires, 

doling  in  an  azure  fky.  9 

FORTUNE : 

jiN  jiPOLOGUE. 
Fabula  narratur. 

J  OVE  and  his  fenators,  in  fage  debate. 

For  man's  felicity,  were  fettling  laws, 

When  a  rude  roar,  that  fhook  the  facred  gate. 

Turned  their  attention  to  enquire  the  caufe.  4 

II. 
A  long-ear'd  wretch,  the  loudeft  of  his  race. 
In  the  rough  garniture  of  Grief  array'd, 
Came  brawling  to  the  high  imperial  place  : 
*'  Let  m.e  have  juftice,  Jupiter  P' — he  bray'd. 

III. 
'^  I  am  an  afs,  of  innocence  allowed 
*<  The  type,  yet  Fortune  perfecutes  me  ftill  ; 
**  While  foxes,  wolves,  and  all  the  murd'ring  crowd, 
*'  Beneath  her  patronage,  can  rob  and  kill.  12 

IV. 

*'  The  pamper'd  horfe  (he  never  toiTd  fo  hard) 
"  Favour  and  friendfhip  from  his  owner  finds  ; 
*'  For  endlefs  diligence  (a  rough  reward  !) 
**  I  'lU  cudgeird  by  a  race  of  paltry  hinds.  16 
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V. 

**  On  wretched  provender  compell'd  to  feed, 
**  The  rugged  pavement  ev'ry  night  my  bed  f 
**  Forme  Dame  Fortune  never  yet  decreed 
»'  The  gracious  comforts  of  a  well-thatch'dfhed,  2® 

VI. 

**  Rough  and  unfeemly  is  my  irrev'rent  hide  ! 
*'  Where  can  I  vifit,  thus  uncouthly  drefs'd  ? 
*'  That  outfide  elegance  the  Dame  deny'd 
•*  For  which  her  favorites  are  too  oft  carefs'd.     24 

VII. 

"  To  fufF'ring  virtue,  facred  Jove  !  be  kind  : 
**  From  Fortune's  tyranny  pronounce  me  free  : 
'^  She's,  a  deceiver  if  fhe  fays  fhe's  blind  ; 
**  She  fees,  propitioufly  fees,  all — but  me  V        2% 

VIII. 

The  plaintiff  could  articulate  no  more  ; 
His  bofom  heav'd  a  moll  tremendous  groan  ! 
The  race  of  long-ear'd  wretches  join'd  the  roar, 
Till  Jove  feem'd  tottering  on  his  high-built  throne, 

IX. 

The  monarch,  with  an  all-commanding  found, 
(Deepen'd  like  thunder  thro'  the  rounds  of  fpace) 
Gave  order— tliat  Dame  Fortune  fhould  be  found 
To  anfwer  as  fhe  might  the  plaintiff^s  cafe.         36 

X. 

Soldiers,  and  citizens,  a  feemly  train  ! 
And  lawyers,  and  phyficians,  fought  her  cell, 
With  many  a  fchooiraan — but  their  fearch  was  vain: 
Few  can  the  refidence  of  Fortune  tell.  40 

XI. 

Where  the  wretch  Avarice  was  wont  to  hide 
His  gold,  his  emeralds,  and  rubies  rare, 
'Tv/as  rumour'd  that  Dame  Fortune  did  refide, 
And  Jove's  ambaffadors  were  pofled  there.  44 

XII. 

Meagre  and  v/an,  in  tatter'd  garments  drefs'd, 
A  feeble  porter  at  the  gate  they  found, 
Doubled  with  wretchednefs — with  age  diftrefs'd. 
And  on  his  wrinkled  forehead  Famine  frownM.    4S 
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XIII. 

^'  Mortals,  avaunt!"  the  trembling  fpectre  cries 
jd.re  you  invade  thofe  facred  haunts  beware  ' 
i  o  guard  Lord  Avarice  from  rude  furphfe 

*'  I  am  the  centinel— my  name  is  Care.  ^z 

XIV. 

''  Doubts,  Difappointments,  Anarchy  of  Mind 
i  hefe  are  the  foldiers  that  furround  his  hall 
/^.nd  ev-ry  fury  that  can  lafh  Mankind  • 

''■  Rage,  Rancour,  and  Revenge  attend  his  call.   ^^ 

-  Fortune^s  gt)ne  forth  ^Jou  feek  a  v.and'ring  dame ; 
A  fettled  refidence  the  harlot  fcorns  • 

*'  Curfe  on  fuch  vifitants  !   flie  never  came 

*'  But  with  a  cruel  hand  flie  fcatterM  thorns.       60 

;;  To  the  green  vale  yon  CieltYin^  hills  furround 
Go  torward  ;  you'll  arrive  at  Vvifdom's  cell  ; 

^   V  ould  you  be  taught  whereFortune  maybe  found 
x.one  can  direft  your  anxious  fearch  fo  v.ell."'  64 

XVII. 

For^vard  they  ivent  o'er  many  a  dreary  fpot, 
5i>,?"S^  ''''^'  ^^^^  road,  as  if  untrod  before) 
Fill    trom  the  cafement  of  a  lo/v-roof  d  cot 
V/udom  perceiv'd  them,  and  unbarr'd  herdoor.5S 

WIfdom  Cfhe  knew  of  Forume  but  the  name) 
Oave  to  their  queftions  a  ferene  replv  • 
;;  Hither  -  fhe  faid,  "  if  e'er  that  goddefs  ca^me, 
I  faw  her  not,  Ihe  pafs'd  unnoticed  by.  n^ 

Abroad  with  Contemplation  oft'  I  roam. 
And  leave  to  Poverty  my  humble  ceil  ; 
Sne  s  my  domeftic-never  ftirs  from  home : 
li  i'ortune  has  been  here,  'tis  Ihe  can  tell.        -6 
'  XX.  ' 

-  InH  TIT  ^V I"'  ?^'"  y^"'  mantling  fhade, 
«<  ^^7     u'  \^^  ^°^''"  f^-^'^eps  this  way  bent ! 

;   ^P'^^^  ^y  ^^^  ^^d^'  ^  little  rofe-lipp'd  maid  ;   7  , 
Iismyycungdaughter^andhername'sCcm^m''^ 
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XXI. 

As  Poverty  advanc'd  with  lenient  grace, 

**  Fortune,"  Ihe  cry'd  "  hath  never  yet  been  here  j 

**  But  Hope,  a  gentle  neighbour  of  this  place, 

•<  Tells  me,  her  Highnels  may  in  time  appear.     84 

V  XXII. 

•*  Felicity,  no  doubt,  adorns  their  lot 

**  On  whom  her  golden  bounty  beams  divine  ; 

*<  Yet,  tho'  flie  never  reach  our  ruftic  cot, 

**  Patience  will  vifit  us — We  flia'nt  repine.'*        SS 

XXIII. 

After  avaft  but  unavailing  round, 

The  mefTengers  returning  in  defpair. 

On  an  high  hill  a  Fairy  manfion  found. 

And  hop'ti'the  goddefs  Fortune  might  be  there. 92 

XXIV. 

The  dome,  fo  glitt'ring,  it  amaz'd  tlie  fight, 
('Twas  adamant,  wdth  gems  encnifled  o'er) 
Had  not  a  cafement  to  admit  the  light, 
Nor  could  Jove's  deputies  defcry  the  door.  96 

XXV. 

But,  eager  to  conclude  a  tedious  chafe, 
And  anxious  to  return  from  whence  they  came. 
Thrice  they  invoked  tlie  Genius  of  the  place. 
Thrice  uttcr'd  aw  fully  Jove's  facred  name.         icq 

XXVI. 

As  Echo  from  the  hill  announced  high  Jove, 
lllufion  and  her  fairy  dome  v.ithdrew, 
(Like  the  light  milts  by  early  funbeams  drove) 
And  Fortune  ftood  reveal'd  to  public  vieu-.        104 

XXVII. 

Oft'  for  that  happinefs  high  courts  denyM 
To  this  receptacle  Dame  Fortune  ran  ; 
When  harafs'd,  it  was  here  (lie  usM  to  hide 
From  the  wild  fuits  of  difcontented  man.  loS 

xxvin. 
Proftrate  the  delegates  their  charge  declare  ; 
(Happy  the  courtier  that  falutes  her  feet!) 
Fortune  receiv'd  them  with  a  flattering  air, 
And  join'd  tliem  till  they  reach'd'Jove's  judgn;cnt= 
leat.  i 
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XXIX. 

Men  of  all  j-anks  at  that  illuflrious  place 
Were  gather'd,  tho'  from  diff'rent  motives  keen  ; 
Many — to  fee  Dame  Fortune's  radiant  face, 
Many— by  radiant  Fortune  to  be  feen.  116 

XXX. 

Jove  fmil'd,  as  on  a  fav'rite  he  efleems  ; 

He  gave  lier  near  his  own  a  golden  feat  : 

Fair  Fortune's  an  adventurer  it  feems, 

The  deides  themfelves  are  glad  to  meet.  120 

XXXI. 

*'  Daughter,"  fays  Jupiter  "  you're  fore  accused  j 

*'  Clamour  inccHantly  reviles  your  name  ; 

n  by  tiie  rancour  o  f  that  wretch  abus'd, 

*'  Be  confident,  and  vindicate  your  fame.  124 

XXXII. 

*'  Tho'  pefter'd  dally  by  complaints  from  man, 

*'  Thro'  this  conviction  I  record  them  not : 

**  Let  my  kind  providence  do  all  it  can, 

**  None  of  that  fpecies  ever  lik'd  his  lot.  12S 

xxxiir. 
"  But  the  poor  quadruped  that  now  appeals, 
*'  Can  wanton  cruelty  the  weak  purfut:  ! 
**  Large  is  the  catalogue  uf  woes  he  feels, 
*'  And  all  his  wretchednefs  he  lays  to  you."       132 

xxxiv. 
"  Afk  him,  high  Jupiter!''  replyM  the  Dame, 
*'  In  what  he  has  excell'd  his  long-ear"d  clafs  > 
*'  Is  Fortune,  a  divinity,  to  blame 
**  That  Ihedefcends  not  to  regard — anafs?''         135 

XXXV. 

Fame  enter'd  in  h.er  rolls  the  fage  reply  ; 
The  Dame  dei'endant  was  difcharg'd  with  grace. 
*'  Go,"  to  the  plaintiff,  faid  the  Sire,  *<  and  try 
*'  By  merit  to  furmount  your  low-born  race.     '140 

XXXVI. 

*'  Learn  from  the  lion  to  be  jufi-  and  brave  ; 

*'  Take  from  the  elephant  inftruclion  wife;' 

**  With  gracious  breeding  like  the  horfe  be'have  ; 

"  Nor  the  fagacity  of  hounds  defpife.  144 
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XXXVII. 

*'  Thefe  ufeful  qualities  with  care  imbibe^ 

*•*  For  whicii  fome  quadrupeds  are  juflly  prized  :    ^ 

*^  Attain  thofe  talents  that  adorn  each  tribe, 

<■<  And  you'll  no  longer  be  a  wretch  defpis'd."  143 

LOVE  AND  CHASTITY  : 

ACANTATui. 
j^  RECITATIVE. 

r  ROM  fo.Q  high  mount  *  whence  facred  groves  de- 
pend, 
Diana  and  her  virgin  troop  defcend. 
And  while  the  bufkln'd  Maids,  with  aftive  care. 
The  bus'nefs  of  the  daily  chafe  prepare, 
A  fav'rite  nymph  Ifeps  forward  from  the  throng,  5 
And  thus  exulting  Iwells  the  jovial  fong. 

AIR. 

Jolly  Health  fprings  aloft  at  the  loud-founding  horn, 

Unlock'd  tVom  foft  Slumber's  embrace. 

And  Joy  fmgs  a  hymn  to  lalute  the  fweet  Morn, 

That  fmiles  on  the  nymphs  of  the  chale.  1.0 

The  rage  of  fell  Cupid  no  bofom  profanes, 

!No  rancour  difturbs  our  delight  f 

All  day  with  frefh  Vigour  we  fweep  o'er  the  pjains,. 

And  fleep  with  Contentment  all  night, 

RECITATIVE. 

Their  clamour  rous'd  the  flighted  god  of  Lovej  15 
He  flies  indignant  to  the  facred  grove  ; 
Immortal  myrtles  wreath  his  golden  hair  j 
His  rofy  wings  perfume  the  wanton  air; 
Two  quivers  fill 'd  with  darts  his  felldefigns  declare, 
A  crimfon  bluih  o'erfpread  Diana's  face,  20 

A  frov/n  fucceeds — Ihe  ftops  the  fpringing  chafe. 
And  thus  forbids  the  boy  the  confecrated  place. 

AIR. 

Tonddiilurber  of  the  heart  ? 

From  thefe  lacred  fhades  depart  j 

Keren's  a  blooming  troop  difdains  ^c 

Xovs  and  his  fantaftic  chains. 

*  Mouat  Latjnos* 
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"Sifters  of  the  filver  bow, 

Pure  and  chafte  as  virgin  fnow. 

Melt  not  at  thy  feeble  fires, 

Wanton  god  of  wild  defires  1     ■  30 

RECITATIVE. 

Rage  and  revenge  divide  Love's  little  l^reafl:^ 
WJiile  thus  the  angry  goddefs  he  addr^fs'd. 

AIR. 

Virgin-fnow  does  oft  remain 

Long  unmelted  on  the  plain. 

Till  the  glorious  god  of  day  25 

Smiles,  and  waftes  its  pride  away. 

What  is  Sol's  meridian  fire 

To  the  darts  of  flrong  defire  ? 

Love  can  light  a  raging  flame 

Hotter  than  his  noontide  beam.  40 

RECITATIVE. 

Now  through  the  foreft's  brown  eml)0wer'd  ways 
With  carelefs  fteps  the  young  Endymion  ftrays  j 
His  form  erect — loofe  flows  his  lovely  hair, 
His  glowing  cheeks,  like  youthful  Hebe's,  fair! 
His  graceful  limbs  with  eafe  and  vigour  move  ; 
His  eyes — his  ev'ry  feature,  form'd  for  love  ; 
Around  the  lift'ning  woods  attentive  hung, 
Whilft  thus  invoking  fleep  the  fliepherd  fung. 

AIR.    , 

Where  the  pebbled  ftreamlet  glides 

Near  the  wood-nymph's  ruftic  grot,  50 

if  the  god  of  Sleep  re  (ides, 

■Or  in  Pan^s  fequefler'd  cot, 

Hither  if  he'll  lightly  tread, 

Followed  by  a  gentle  dream, 

We'll  enjoy  this  gralTy  bed,  55 

On  the  bank  befide  theftream. 

RECITATIVE. 

As  on  the  painted  turf  the  Ihepherd  lies, 
Sleep's  downy  curtain  iliades  his  lovely  eyes  ; 
And  now  a  iporting  breeze  hisboiom  fhews, 
As  marble  fmooth,  and  white  as  Alpine  luows;  60 
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The  goddefs  gaz'd,  in  magic  foftnefs  bound. 
Her  filver  bow  falls  ufeleis  to  the  ground  : 
love  laughM,  and,  fure  of  conqueft,  wingM  a  dart 
L  nernng  to  her  undefended  heart. 
She  teels  in  ev'ry  vein  the  fatal  fire,  6s 

And  thus  perfuades  her  virgins  to  retire. 

AIR. 

Ye  tender  Maids  !  be  timely  wife. 

Love's  v/anton  fury  flum  ; 

In  flight  alone  your  fafety  lies, 

The  daring  are  undone.  ro 

II. 
Do  blue-ey'd  doves,  ferenely  mild, 
With  vultures  fell  engaoe  ? 
Do  lambs  provoke  the'lion  wild. 
Or  tempt  the  tiger's  rage  ? 

HI. 
^o,  no.     Like  fawns,  ye  Virgins!   flv;  75 

To  lecret  cells  remove  ; 
Nor  dare  the  doubtful  combat  try 
Twixt  Chafrity  and  Love.  f  8 

HYMEN. 

v\  HEN  Chloe,  with  a  blufh,  comply'd 

To  be  the  foi'd  Nicander's  bride, 

His  irn-ginarion  ran 

On  raptures  never  known  by  man. 

How  high  the  tides  of  Fancy  fwell  5 

Exprellion  muft  defpair  to  tell. 

A  painter  call'd     Nicander  cries, 
**  Defcending  from  the  radiant  fkies, 
<*  Draw  me  a  bright,  a  beauteous  boy, 
"  The  herald  of  connubial  joy  !  10 

<*  Draw  him  with  all  peculiar  care  ; 
**  Make  him  beyond  Adonis  fair  ; 
*'  Give  to  his  cheeks  a  rofeate  hue, 
*'  Let  him  have  eyes  of  heav'nly  blue, 
*'  Lips  foft'ning  in  neaareous  dew  j  J5 


MISCEI.LANIES.  II3 

*^  A  luiire  o'er  his  charms  difplay 
*'  More  glorious  than  the  beams  of  day, 
**  Expecl,  Sir,  if  you  can  fucceed, 
**  A  preaiium  for  a  prince  indeed." 

His  talents  ftraight  the  painter  tryM,  20 

And,  ere  the  nuptial  knot  v.as  ty'd, 
A  picture  in  the  nobleft  tafte 
Before  the  fond  Nicander  plac'd. 

The  lover  thus  arraign'd  his  fkill  : 
*'  Your  execution's  monflrous  ill  !  25 

*'  A  dift'^rent  form  my  fancy  made  ; 
'*  You're  quite  a  bungler  at  the  trade. 
*•'  Where  is  the  robe's  luxuriant  flow  ? 
*'  Where  is  the  cheek's  celeftial  glow  ? 
*<  Where  are  the  looks  fo  fond  and  free  ? 
*'  '  1  is  not  an  Hymen,  Sir,  for  me." 

The  painter  bow'd — witii  this  reply  : 
*'  My  colours  a'n't,  your  honour,  dry  ; 
"  When  time  has  mellow'd  evYy  tint 
*'  'Twill  pleafe  you  or  the  deuce  is  in't : 
*'  I'll  watch  the  happy  change,  and  then 
"  Attend  you  with  my  piece  again;" 

In  a  few  months,   tl:e  painfcr  caiiic 
With  a  performance  (("till  tiie  iame.) 

"  Take  it  away  !"  the  hulband  cry'd  ;  40 

*'  I  have  repeated  caufe  to  chide. 
*'  Sir,  you  ihould  all  excefles  fhun  ; 
*'  This  is  a  picture  overdone  ! 
**  There's  too  much  ardour  in  that  eye, 
*'  The  tincture  on  the  cheek's  too  higli  ;  45 

**  The  robes  have  a  lafciviotis  play, 
*'  The  attitude's  too  loofely  gay. 
*'  Friend!  on  the  whole,  this  piece,  for  m.e, 
*'  Is  too  luxuriant — far  too  free." 

Tiie  painter  thus — "  The  faults  you  find  5© 

*'  Are  form'd  in  your  capricious  nund  : 
**  To  palliona  devoted  flave, 
*'  Thefirft  dire6tions,  Sir,  you  gave  j 
*'  Polfefilon  has  repell'd  the'  f.ame, 
<^  Nor  left  a  fentiment  the  fame.  55 
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*'  My  piaure  is  defign'd  to  prove 
««  The  changes  of  precarious  love. 

**  On  the  next  ftaiicafe,  rais'd  on  high, 
<'  Regard  it  with  a  curious  eye.  . 
*'  A'i  to  the  firfc  fteps  you  proceed,  60 

<'  'Tis  an  accorapliili'd  piece  indeed! 
«'  But  as  you  raount  fonie  paces  high.er, 
<«  Is  there  a  grace  that  don't  expire  $" 

So  various  ii  the  human  mind  : 
Such  are  the  frailties  of  mankind  ! 
What  at  a  diftance  charm'd  our  eyes, 
After  attainment— droops — and  dies.  61 

STANZA.S 
On  the  Death  of  his  late  Majejiy  King  George  II. 

Pallida,  mors  ajquo  puifat  pede  pauperam  tabernas, 
Regnni<iue  turrcs.        Her, 

I. 

Tenants  of  Liberty  on  Britain's  plain, 
With  flocks  ennch'd  avail  unnumber'd  ftore  ! 
'Tis  gone,  the  mighty  George's  golden  reign  l 
Your  Pan,  your  great  defender,  is  no  more  I  4 

II. 
The  nymphs  that  in  the  facred  groves  prefide. 
Where  Albion's  conq'ring  oaks  eternal  Iprmg, 
In  the  brown  Ihades  their  fecret  forrows  hide. 
And  filent  mourn  the  venerable  King.  8 

III. 
Hark  1  how  the  winds,  oft'  bounteous  to  his  will, 
'That  bore  hisconq'ring  fleets  to  Gallia's  fnore, 
After  a  raufe  pathetically  Itill, 
Burft  in  loud  peals,  and  thro'  the  forelts  roar.      i  z 

IV. 

On  Conqueft's  cheek  the  vernal  rofes  fail, 
Whilft  laureli'd  Victory  diftrefsful  bows  ; 
And  Honour's  fire  ethereal  burns  but  pale, 
That  late  beamed  glorious  on  our  George's  brows.  1 6 

V. 

The  Mufes  mourn— an  ineifeftual  band  ! 
Each  facred  harp  without  an  owner  hes ; 
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The  Arts,  the  Sciences,  dejected  fland. 

For,  ah  !  their  patron,  their  protector,  dies.        20 

VI. 

Beauty  no  more  the  toy  of  fafhion  wears, 
(So  late  by  Love's  defignful  labour  drefsM)  ; 
But  from  her  brow  the  glowing  diamond  tears, 
And  with  the  fable  cyprefs  veils  herbreaft,  24 

VII. 

Religion,  lodged  t^igh  on  her  pious  pile. 
Laments  the  fading  ftate  of  crowns  belov,- ; 
Whilft  Melancholy  fills  the  vaulted  aine 
With  the  flow  mufic  of  a  nation's  v.  oe.  2S 

VIII. 

The  dreary  paths  of  unrelenting  Fate, 
Mufi:  monarchs,  raix'd  with  common  mortals,  try  ? 
I>  there  no  refuge  ? — are  the  good,  the  great. 
The  gracious,  and  the  godlike,  doom'd  to  die?   32 

IX. 

Mud  the  gay  court  be  chang'd  for  Horror's  cave  ? 
Muft  mighty  kings,  that  kept  the  v^orld  in  a^ve, 
Conquer'd  bv  Time  and  the  unpitying  Grave, 
Submit  their  laurels  to  Death's  rig'rous  law  ?      36 

X. 

If  in  the  tent  retir'd  or  battle's  rage, 
Britannia's  fighs  fliall  reach  great  Fred'rick's*  ear, 
Heil  drop  the  fword,  or  cioie  the  darling  page, 
And  penfive  pay  the  tributary  tear.  40 

XI. 

Then  lliall  the  monarch  weigh  the  moral  thought, 
(As  he  laments  the  parent,  friend,  ally) 
The  folemn  truth  by  fage  refleaion  taught, 
That,  fpite  of  glory,  Fred'rick's  felf  fiiall  die.     44 

XII 

The  parent's  face  a  prudent  painter  hidesf. 
While  Death  devours  the  darling  of  his  age  : 
Nature  the  ftroke  of  pencil'd  art  derides, 
When  grief  diftracfs  v.ith  agonizing  rage,  48 

*  Frederick  Kine  of  PrcfHa. 
+  In  a  piaure  reprefenting  the  facriiice  ot  Iphigenia,  Apj:IIes,  de- 
fpairing  to  reprefenr  the  naturafdiftraftion  of  a  parent  on  fo  alfeftin^  an 
t^rc^iuon,  drew  tiie  figure  of  Agaiaemaoa  with  a  veil  thrown  ever  his  fko. 


JI^  CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

XIII. 

So  let  the  xMufe  her  fableft  curtain  fpread. 
By  lorrow  taught  her  nerveleTs  pov/'r  to  know  : 
When  nations  cry  their  king,  their  lather's  dead, 
The  refl  i.>  dumb  unutterable  woe  !  52 

xiv . 
But  fee — a  facred  radiance  beams  around, 
And  with  returning  hope  a  people  cheers  : 
Look  at  yon'  youth,  with  grace  imperial  crown'd  ; 
How  awful,  yet  how  lovely,  in  his  tears  !  56 

XV. 

Mark  how  his  breaft  expands  tlie  filial  figh  ; 
He  droops,diftrefs'd,  like  a  declining  Mow'r, 
Till  Glory,  from  her  radiant  fphere  on  high. 
Hails  him  to  hold  the  regal  reins  of  pow'r.  60 

XVI. 

The  fainted  fire  to  realms  of  blifs  remov'd, 

(Like  the  fam'd  plicenix)  from  his  pyre  ihall  fpring 

Succefilive  Georges,  gracious,  and  belov'd, 

And  good  and  glorious,  as  the  parent-king.  64 


STANZAS 

GN    THE    FORWARDNESS    CF    SPrs.IXG*. 

....tibi,  fiores,  plenis 

Ecce  feruat  nymphae  calathis.        FIrg. 

O'ER  nature's  frefn  bofom,  by  verdure  unbound, 
Bleak  Winter  blooms  lovely  as  Spring  ; 
Rich  flow'rets,  how  fragrant !  rife  wantonly  round, 
And  Summer's  wing'd  chorifters  fing  !  4 

II. 
To  greet  the  young  monarch  of  Britain's  blefl  ifle 
The  groves  with  gay  bloffoms  are  graced  ! 
The  prirarofe  peeps  forth  with  an  umocent  fmile. 
And  Cowllips  crowd  forward  in  hafte.  8 

*  As  the  folloving  ftanzas  have  appeared  anonymous  in  fome  periodical 
papers,  it  is  thought  neceliary  to  obfervc,  that  they  were  originally  iaiert- 
eJj  with  the  Author's  name,  ia  aa  Ediaburgh  Magazine,  1700. 
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III. 

Difpatch,  gentle  Flora!   the  nymphs  of  your  train 
Thro'  woodlands  to  gather  each  fwcet ; 
Go — rob  of  young  rofes  the  dew-fpangled  plain, 
And  drew  the  gay  fpoils  at  his  feet.  12 

IV. 

Two  chaplets  of  laurel,  in  verdure  the  fame, 
For  George,  oh  ye  virgins  1   entwine  ; 
From  conquefl's  own  templesthefe  e  ver-greens  came, 
And  thofe  from  the  brows  of  the  Nine.  16 

V. 

What  honours,  ye  Britons!    (one  emblem  implies,) 
What  glory,  to  George  (hall  belong  ! 
A/Vhat  Miltons  (the  other)  what  Addifons  rife, 
To  make  him  immortal  in  fong  !  20 

VI. 

To  a  wreath  of  frefh  oak,  England's  emblem  of  pow'r, 
Whofe  honours  with  time  fhall  increafe. 
And  a  fair  olive  fprig,  juft  unfolding  its  flow'r, 
Rich  token  of  concord  and  peace.  24 

VII. 

Next  give  him  young  myrtles,  by  Beauty's  bright 

queen 
CoUetrted — the  pride  of  the  grove  ; 
How  fragrant  their  odour  ;  their  foliage  how  green  ! 
Sweet  promife  of  conjugal  love  !  28 

VIII. 

Let  Gaul's  captive  Lilies,  crept  clofe  to  the  ground. 
As  trophies  of  conqueft  be  ty'd  : 
The  Virgins  all  cry,  *'  There's  not  one  to  be  found  ; 
<<  Out-bloom'd  by  his  Rofes — they  dy'd."  5^ 

IV. 

Ye  foes  of  Old  England,  fuch  fate  fhall  ye  fhare 

With  George  as  our  Glories  advance — 

Thro'  envy  you'll  ficken — you'll  droop — ^you'll  de- 

fpair. 
And  die— like  the  Lilies  of  France.  36 
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STANZAS 
spoken  at  a  Play  at  the  Theatre  at  Sunderland, 

FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OE  THE  CORSICANS. 

>y  HO  can  behold,  with  an  unpitying  eye, 
The  glorious  few  (with  patriotic  fire) 
Diflrefs'd— invaded— and  refolv'd  to  die, 
Or  keep  their  independent  rights  entire  ? 
Shackled  themfelves,  the  fervile  Gauls  would  bind^ 
In  their  ignoble  fetters  half  mankind.  . 

II. 
The  gentle  homage  that  to-night  you've  paid 
'I'o  Freedom  and  her  ever  facred  law,s, 
The  humble  oft^'ring  at  her  altar  made, 
Prove  that  your  hearts  beat  nobly  in  her  caufe.   lo 
All-gracious  Freedom  !   O  vouchfafe  to  fmile 
Thro'  future  ages  on  this  fav'rite  Ille  ! 

III. 
Far  may  the  boughs  of  Liberty  expand  ! 
For  ever  cultur'd  by  the  brave  and  free  ! 
For  ever  blafted  be  that  impious  hand  15 

That  lops  one  branch  from  this  illuftrious  tree  ! 
Britons!  'tis  your's  to  make  her  verdure  thrive. 
And  keep  the  roots  of  Liberty  alive.  - 

IV. 

O  niay  her  rich,  her  rip'ning  fruits  of  gold, 

Britannia  !   bloom  perpetually  for  thee  !,  20 

May  you  n^'er  want  a  dragon,  as  v.e're  told 

Defended  once  the  fam'd  Hefperian  tree  ; 

A  dragon  fix'd,  for  your  imperial  fake. 

With  anxious  eyes  eternally  awake.  24 

THE  VIOLET, 

ShELTER'D  from  the  blight  ambition, 

Fatal  to  the  pride  of  rank, 

See  me,  in  my  low  condition, 

Laughing  on  the  tufted  bank.  4 
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II. 

On  my  robes  (for  emulation) 

No  variety's  inipreft  : 

Suited  to  an  humble  llation, 

Mine's  an  unenibroiderM  veft.  8 

III. 
Modeft  tho*  the  maids  declare  me. 
May,  in  lier  tantaftic  train, 
WJien  Paliora  deigns  to  wear  me, 
lla'nt  ci  floweret  half  fo  vain.  12 

THE  NARCISSUS. 

J\  S  pendent  o'er  the  limpid  flream 

1  bow'd  my  fnowy  pride, 

And  languirtiM  in  a  fruitlcfs  flame 

Vov  what  the  Fates  deny'd  !  4 

The  fair  Paftora  chanc'd  to  pafs  ' 

With  fuch  an  angel  air,. 

1  faw  her  in  the  wat'ry  glafs, 

And  lov'd  the  rival  fair.  g 

II. 
Ye  Fates  !   no  longer  let  me  pine, 
A  felf-admiring  fvveet  ! 
Permit  me,  by  your  grace  divine. 
To  kifs  tlie  fair-one's  feet  ;  12 

That  if  by  chance  the  gentle  maid 

My  fragrance  fhould  admire, 

I  may — upon  her  bofom  laid. 

In  filter-fweets  expire.  '  2^ 

THE  BROKEN  CHINA. 

bOON  as  the  fun  began  to  peep, 

And  gild  the  morning  fkies. 

Young  Chloe,  from  diforder'd  fieep, 

Unveil'd  her  radiant  eyes.  ^ 

II. 
A  guardian  Sylph,  the  wanton  fprite 
That  waited  on  her  ftill. 
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Had  teas'd  her  all  the  tedious  night 

With  vifionary  ill.  S 

III. 
*'  Some  fhock  of  Fate  is  furely  nigh," 
Exclaim'd  the  timorous  maid  : 
"  What  do  thefe  horrid  dreams  imply  ? 
*'  My  Cupid  cann't  be  dead  !"  12 

IV. 

She  caird  her  Cupid  by  his  name, 

In  dread  of  fome  mifliap  ; 

Wagging  his  tail,  her  Cupid  came, 

And  jump'd  into  her  lap.  16 

V. 

And  now  the  befl:  of  brittle  ware 

Her  fumptuous  table  grac'd, 

The  gentle  emblems  of  the  fair, 

In  beauteous  order  placed.  20 

VL. 

The  kettle  boil'd,  and  all  prepared 

To  give  the  morning  treat, 

When  Dick,  the  country  beau,  appear'd, 

And,  bowing,  took  his  feat.  24 

VII. 

Well — chatting  on  of  that  and  this 

The  maid  reversed  her  cup, 

And,  tempted  by  the  torfeit  kifs, 

The  bumpkin  turn'd  it  up,  28 

VIII- 

With  tranfport  he  demands  the  prize  ; 

Right  fairly  it  was  won  : 

With  many  a  frown  the  fair  denies  j 

Fond  baits  to  draw  him  on.  32 

IX. 

A  man  muft  prove  himfelf  polite 

In  fuch  a  cafe  as  this  ; 

So  Richard  ftrives  with  all  his  might 

To  force  the  forfeit  kifs,  36 

X. 

But  as  he  drove — O,  dire  to  tell ! 
(And  yet  with  grief  I  muft^) 
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The  table  mrn'd— the  China  fell, 

A  heap  of  painted  duft.  4° 

XI. 

<<  O  fatal  purport  of  iny  dream  !'* 

The  fair  afflicted  cryM, 

«'  Occahoii'd  (T  confefs  my  fliame) 

"  By  childiihnefs  and  pride.  44 

XII. 

<»  For  in  a  kifs,  or  two,  or  three, 

•«  No  mifchief  could  be  found  1 

**  Then  had  I  been  more  frank  and  free, 

"  My  China  had  been  found."  4^ 

DAMON  AND  PHCEBE. 

I. 

When  the  fweet  rofy  Morning  firft  peep'd  from 

the  Ikies, 
A  loud  fingins^  lark  bade  the  villagers  rife  ; 
The  cowflips  were  lively— the  primrofes  gay. 
And  Ihed  their  beft  perfumes  to  welcome  the  May  ; 
The  fvvains  and  tlieir  fweethearts,  all  ranged  on  the 

green,  5 

Did  homage  to  Phoebe— and  hail'dher  their  queen. 

n. 
YoungDamonftepp'd  forward  :  hefung  inher  praife, 
And  Phoebe  beflow'd  him  a  garland  of  bays  : 
«'  May  this  wreath,"'  faid  tlie  fair-one,  ««  dear  Lord 

"  of  my  vows  !  9 

"  A  cro^vnfortruemerit,bloomlong  on  thy  brows."' 
The  fwains  and  their  fweethearts,  that  danc'd  on  the 

green, 
Approv'd  the  fond  prefent  of  Phoebe  their  queen. 

III. 
'Mongft  lords  and  fine  ladies,  we  fliepherds  are  told. 
The  deareil  affections  are  barter'd  for  gold  : 
That  difcord  m  wedlock  is  cfren  their  lot,  15 

While  Cupid  aud  Hym.en  Ihakes  hands  in  a  cot. 
At  the  clmrchwlth  fair  Phoebe  fmceDamon  has  been. 
He's  as  rich  as  a  monarch— die"  5  blell  as  a  queen.  iS 

L 
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Cunningham's  poems. 
FORTUNE  TO  HARLEQUIN, 

IN    A    PANTOMINE. 
I. 

my  favour  fenfe  rejected. 
Fools  by  Fortune  are  protected  : 
Fortune, -Harlequin  !   hath  found  you  ; 
Happinefs  will  hence  furround  you.  4 

II. 
Should  a  thoufand  His  inclofe  you, 
Quick  contrivance  this  *  beftows  you. 
Valour  makes  the  fair  adore  you  ; 
This  t  {hall  drive  your  foes  before  you.  S 

III. 
Gold's  the  mighty  fource  of  pleafure ; 
Take  this  purfe  of  Magic  treafure. 
Go, — for  while  my  gifts  befriend  you, 
Joy  and  Jolity  attend  you.  '  1% 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  MAY. 

The  virgin,  when  foften'd  by  May, 

Attends  to  the  villager's  vows  : 

The  birds  fweetly  bill  on  the  fpray, 

And  poplars  embrace  with  their  boughs.  4. 

On  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign^ 

Ador'd.  for  her  beauty  above  j 

We  fiiepherds,  that  dwell  on  the  plain, 

Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  Love.  S 

II. 
From  the  weH:,  as  it  wontonly  blows. 
Fond  Zephyr  carefTes  the  vine  ■ 
The  bee  fteals  a  kifs  from  the  rofe. 
And  v^'illows  and  woodbines  entwine.  12 

The  pinks,  by  the  rivulet-fide, 

That  border  the  vernal  alcove, 

Bend  downward  to  kii's  tlie  foft  tide ; 

For  May  is  the  mother  of  love^  16 

^  A  Kat.  f  A  SwQxi. 
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III. 

May  tinges  the  Butterfly's  wing; 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array  ; 

And  if  the  wingM  foreflers  fing, 

The  Mulic  is  taught  them  by  NIay.  23 

The  ftock-dove,  reclufe  with  her  mate. 

Conceals  her  fond  blifs  in  the  o;rove. 

And  murm'ring,  feems  to  repe'at 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  Love.  24 

lA. 

The  goddefs  will  vifit  you  foon  ; 

Ye  Virgins  !   be  fportive  and  gay  : 

Get  your  pipes,  oh  ye  Shepherds  !   in  tune. 

For  Mufic  muft  welcome  the  May.  28 

Would  Damon  have  Phillis  prove  kind, 

And  all  his  keen  anguifh  remove, 

Let  him  tell  her  foit  tales,  and  he'll  find 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  Love.  32 

ON  THE  LATE  ABSENCE  OF  MAY. 
Written  in  the  Tear  177 1. 

-I-  HE  rooks  in  the  neighbourino- grove 

For  fhelter  cry  all  the  long  dav  ° 

Their  huts  in  the  branches  above 

Are  cover'd  no  longer  by  May.  ^ 

The  birds,  that  fo  cheerfully  fung. 

Are  filent,  or  plaintive  each  tone, 

And,  as  they  chirp  low  to  iheir  youn"-. 

The  want  of  their  goddefs  bemoan.      "^  % 

II. 
No  daifies,  or  carpets  of  green 
O'er  Nature's  cold  b  ofom  are  fpread  j 
Not  a  fweet  brier-fprig  can  be  feen 
To  finilh  this  wreath  for  my  head.  ja 

Some  flov/'rets,  indeed  may  be  found. 
But  thefe  neither  blooming  or  gay  j 
h  z 
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The  faireft  ftill  fieep  in  the  ground. 

And  wait  for  the  coming  of  May.  iS 

III. 
December,  perhaps,  has  purloin'd 
Her  rich  tho'  rantaftical  geer  ; 
With  envy  the  months  may  have  joined, 
And  joftled  her  out  of  the  year.  2^ 

Some  fhepherds,  'tis  true,  may  repine 

To  fee  their  lov'd  gardens  undreft  ; 

But  I— whilft  my  Phillida's  mine. 

Shall  always  have  May  in  my  bread-  24 

ON  SIR  W—  B— T^s  BIPvTH  DAY. 

Does  true  Felicity  on  Grandeur  wait  ? 

Delights  Ihe  in  the  pageantry  of  Ihow  ? 

Say,  can  the  glitt'ring  gewgaws  of  the  great 

An  hour  of  inborn  happinefs  bellow  I  4 

He  that  is  juft,  benevolent,  humane, 

In  confcicus  re6titude  fupremely  blefl:, 

O'er  the  glad  hearts  of  multitudes  ihall  reign, 

Tho'  the  gay  fiiar  ne'er  blaz'd  upon  his  breafl,       8 

Ye  happy  Children  of  the  hoary  North  ! 
Hail  the  glad  day  that  faw  your  patron  born, 
Whofe  private  virtues,  and  whole  public  worth, 
^ight  the  rich  feats  of  Royalty  adorn.  iz 

ON  SEEING  J.  C. ...... .FT,  ESQ^ 

ABUSED    IN    A    NEWSPAPfiR. 

When  a  wretch  to  public  notice 

Would  a  man  of  worth  defame. 

Wit,  as  threadbare  as  his  coat  is, 

Only  fhews  his  want  of  fhame.  4. 

Bafy,  pert,  unmeaning,  parrot! 

Vilefl  of  the  venal  crews  ! 

Go — and,  in  your  Grub-ftreet  garret. 

Hang  yourfelf  and  pAltry  Mufe.  S 
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Pity  too  the  meddling  (inner 
Should  for  hunger  hang  or  drown; 

F X,  (he  mult  not  want  a  dinner)^ 

Send  the  fcribbler  half  a  crown.  12 

TO  THE  HON.  xMASTER  B , 

SENT  WITH   A   SELECT    COLLECTION    OF   BOOKS. 

i  H0%  gentle  Youth  !   thy  calm  untainted  mind 

Be  like  a  morning  in  the  fpring  ferene, 

Time  may  commit  the  paflions  unconfin'd 

To  the  rude  rigour  of  a  noontide  reign.  4 

Then  in  the  morn  of  placid  life  be  wife, 

And  travel  thro'  the  groves  of  fcience  foon  ; 

There  cull  the  plants  of  v'rtue,  that  may  rife 

A  peaceful  fhelter  from  that  lultry  noon.  "8 

ON  SEEING  W.  R.  CHETWOOD 

CHEEP.FUL    IN    A    PRI^^ON. 

Say,  lov'd  Content— fair  Goddefs!   fay. 

Where  fnall  I  feek  thy  foft  retreat, 

jHow  fhali  I  find  thy  halcyon  feat, 

Or  trace  thy  facred  way  ;  4. 

II. 
Love  pointed  out  a  pleafing  fcene 
Where  nought  but  beauty  could  be  found, 
^^'ith  rofes  and  with  myrtlc>  crown'd, 
And  nam"d  tliee  for  its  queen.  g 

III. 
Delufion  all ! — a  fpecious  cheat ' 
At  my  approach  the  roles  fade  ; 
I  found  each  fragrance  quite  decay'd. 
And  curs'd  the  fond  deceit,  13 

IV. 

At  courts  T'v€  try'd,  where  fplendour  flione, 
Wiiere  Pomp  and  gilded  Cares  refide^ 
Wlidfl  endlefs  hurry,  endlef.->  pride, 
But  thert:  thou  wail  unkno.vn.  16 

L  3 
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V. 

Yet  in  the  captive's  dreary  cell, 

LodgM  wirli  a  long  experienced  fage. 

With  the  fam'd  Chiron  %  of  the  ftage. 

The  goddefs  deign'd  to  dwell.  i» 

VI. 

•  Integrity  and  truth  ferene 
Has  eas'd  the  idbours  of  his  breaft, 
And  luird  his  peaceful  heart  to  reil 
'Midft  perfidy  and  pain.  2|. 

VII. 

Afoul  like  his,  difrob'd  of  guile, 

With  native  innocence  elate, 

Above  the  keeneft  rage  of  Fate 

Can  greet  her  with  a  fmile.  iS 

ON    SOME    BUSSES    BEING     FITTED    OUT    FOIL 

THE  HERRING  FISHERY. 

vJ'ER  the  green  waves,  where  Britain  boafts  her 

fv/ay. 
Round  the  wide  wafte  of  our  long  flighted  fea. 
Let  the  glad  tale  in  facred  accents  fwell, 
Let  babbling  Tritons  to  the  fea  gods  tell  4 

*'  Britain's  at  laft  grown  confcious  of  her  fiiame; 
*'■  Britain  awakes  her  ravifh'd  rights  to  claim  ; 
*' Britain!  ..feepaleBatavianstremblingat  thename." 
Abafh'd... confounded... let  the  dull  Mynheer        8 
No  more  between  your  facred  banks  appear. 
Shall  the  dull  Dutch  exult  in  our  difgrace. 
Rifle  our  v.edded  waves  before  our  face  ? 
Feaft  on  the  joys  of  our  luxuriant  fpoufe,  jz 

And  plant  upon  old  Albion's  chalky  brows  ! 
No,  Britons!   no... George  and  your  Genius  fmile, 
And  new-born  beauties  rife  propitious  to  your  Hie  I 

ON  GOLD. 

Beauty's  a  bawble,  a  trifle  in  price! 
'  Tis  glafs,  or  'tis  fomething  as  glaring  ; 
But  fet  it  in  Gold — 'tis  fo  wonderful  nice 
Tiiat  a  prince  fliould  be  proud  in  the  wearing.       4 

I  He  had  bcea  thiity  years  Proinpfcr  at  the  London  Theatre 
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How  feeble  tlie  rranfport  when  paflion  is  cone  i 
How  pail'd  \vhcn  the  hcncy-moon's  over  ! 
When  kifiiiig— and  cooing—  and  toying  are  done, 
'Tis  gold  muft  enliven  the  lover.         -  8 

OS  HEARING  DAVID  HUME,  ESQ^ 

Pariicularly  admired  in  a  company  of  Peiit-MaitYes 

J-'ID  rocks  and  trees  in  ancient  days 

Round  tuneful  Orpheus  thiong, 

Mov'd  by  the  bard's  enlivening  lays, 

And  leniible  of  ibng  ?  a 

When  the  bold  Orpheus  of  our  age, 

Witli  true  pathetic  lire, 

Unfolds  the  philofophic  page, 

The  v.ery  beaux  admire  !       *  3 

MELODY. 

-Lightsome  as  conveyM  by  fparrows 

Love  and  Beauty  crofs'd  the  plains. 

Flights  of  little  pointed  arrows 

Love  difpatch-Q  amoi^g  tlie  fwains.  4 

But  fo  much  our  (hcpherds  dread  him, 
(Spoiler  of  their  peace  profound,) 
Swift  as  fcudding  fawns  they  fled  him. 
Frighted,  tho'  they  felt  no  v.  ound.  8 

11. 
Now  the  wanton  god  grown  flier, 
And  for  each  fond  mifcliief  ripe. 
Comes  difguis'd  in  Pan's  attire, 
Tuning fweet  an  oaten  pipe.  fa 

Echo  by  the  winding  river 

Doubles  his  delufivc  ftrains, 

While  the  boy  conceals  his  quiver 

From  the  flow-returning  fwains.  ig 

III. 
As  Palemon,  unfufpe(51:ing, 
Prais'd  the  fly  muflcian's  art, 
Love,  his  light  difguife  rejefting, 
Lodg'd  an  arrow  in  his  heart.  •jq^ 
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Cupid  will  enforce  our  duty, 
Shepherds,  and  would  have  you  taught, 
Thole  who  timid  fly  from  Beauty, 
May  by  Mebdy  be  caught.  24 

REPUTATION. 

--f/v    jiLLEGORT. 

1  O  travel  far  as  the  \vide  v/orld  extends. 
Seeking  for  objects  that  deferv'd  tiieir  care. 
Virtue  let  forth  with  two  felefted  friends, 
Talent  refinM,  and  Reputacion  fair.  4 

II. 
As  they  went  on  in  their  intended  round. 
Talent  firft  fpoke.     "  My  gentle  Comrades  !   fay 
*'  Where  each  of  you  may  probably  be  found, 
*'  Should  accident  divide  us  on  the  way.  S 

III. 
*'  If  torn,"  flie  added,  *'  from  my  lov'd  allies, 
*'  A  friendly  patronage  I  hope  to  find 
*'  Where  the  fine  Arts  from  cultivation  rife,        ir 
'*  And  the  fweet  Mufe  hath  harmoniz'd  mankind."" 

IV. 

Says  Virtue,  "  Did  Sincerity  appear, 

*'  Or  meek-eye'd  Charity,  among  the  great ! 

*'  Could  I  find  courtiers  from  corruption  clear, 

"  'Tis  among  thefe  I'd  feek  for  my  retreat.  16 

V. 

"  Could  I  find  patriots  for  the  public*  weal 

'*  Afliduous,  and  without  their  felfifh  views; 

*•  Could  I  find  prieds  of  undifiembled  zeal, 

*'  'Tis  among  thofe  my  refidence  I'd  chufc.         20 

VI. 

*'  In  glitt'ring  domes  let  Luxury  refide, 

*'  I  muit  be  found  in  fome  fequefter'd  cell, 

**  Far  from  the  paths  of  Avarice  or  pride,  23 

**  Where  home-bred  Happinels  delights  to  dwell, 

VII, 

*'  Ye  may  be  traced,  my  gentle  Friends  !   'tis  true  ; 
**  But  who,''  fays  Reputation,  *'  can  explore 
**  My  flipp'ry  fieps  ? — Keep,  keep  me  in  your  view  : 
*«  li  I'm  once  loft  vouUl  never  find  m€  more.'"     z'^ 
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INCANTATION. 

Performed  at  the  Thsatre  in  Sunderland  in  a  ne'w 
Pantomime. 

RECITATIVE, 
1-,  HECATE. 

r  ROM  the  dark  tremendous  cell. 
Where  tlie  fiends  of  magic  dwell, 
Now  the  fun  hath  left  the  fkies. 
Daughters  of  Enchantment  1  rife. 

AIR. 

Welcome  from  the  fliades beneath  \\_Witches appear. 

Welcome  to  the  blafled  heath  ;  9 

Where  the  fpectre  and  the  fprite 

Glide  along  the  glooms  of  night. 

Beldams  !   ^vith  attention  keen 

Wait  the  wiPa  of  Harlequin.  lO 

Many  a  wonder  mufl  be  done, 

For  my  firft,  my  fav'rite  fon. 

CHORUS    OF  \\- ITCHES, 

Many  a  wonder  Ihall  be  done, 

Hecate  !  for  your  favorite  fon.  14 

AN  INSCRIPTION 
On  the  Hoiife  at  Mar-Vis  Bank,  near  Edinburghy 
Situated  in  a  gro-ue. 

.VA  domus  !   nemorofa  quies  ! 
Sis  tu,  quoque  nollris 
Hofpitium,  laribus,  fubfidiumque  diu  ! 
Flora  tuas  ornet  polles,  Pomona  que  menfas ! 
Conferat  ut  varias  fertilis  hortus  opes  !  5 

Et  volucres  pitts  cingentes  voce  canora,, 
Retia  fola  canent  quae  fibi  tendit  amor  ! 
Floriferi  colles,  dulces  mihi  fsepe  receiTus 
Dent,  atque  hofpitibus  gaudia  plena  meis  ! 
Concedatque  Deus  mmqaam,  vel  fero  fenefas,     10 
Seroque  terrenas  experiare  vices  ! 
Integra  raddantur  quae  plurima  lacularodant 
Detur,  et  ut  ienio  pulchrior  eniteas,  15 


Par- 
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ABOVE  INSCRIPTION  IMITATED. 

JrEACE  has  explor'd  this  fylvan  fcene; 

She  courts  your  cahn  retreat, 

Ye  Groves  of  variegated  green  ! 

That  grace  my  genial  feat.  4 

Here  in  the  lap  of  lenient  Eafe, 

(Remote  from  madd'ning  noife,) 

Let  me  delude  a  length  of  days 

In  dear  domeftic  joys!  g 

II. 
Long  may  the  parent  queen  of  Flow'rs 
Her  fragrance  here  difplay  ! 
Long  may  fhe  paint  my  mantling  bowYs, 
And  Make  my  portals  gay  !  12 

Nor  you— my  yellov/  Gardens !  fail 

To  fwell  Pomona's  hoard  ; 

So  fhall  the  plenteous  rich  regale — . 

Replenifh  long  my  board.  i(5 

HI. 
Pour  thro'  the  groves  your  carols  clear, 
Ye  Birds  !  nor  bondage  dread  : 
If  any  toils  entangle  here, 
'Tis  thofe  which  love  hath  fpread.  '  20 

Where  the  green  hil)  fo  gradual  flants, 

Or  flow'ry  glade  extends, 

Long  may  thefe  fair,  thefe  fav'rite  haunts 

Prove  focial  to  my  friends  !  24 

IV. 

May  you  preferve  perpetual  bloom, 

My  happy  halcyon  Seat ! 

Or  if  fell  Time  denounce  thy  doom, 

Far  diftant  be  its  date.  28 

And  when  he  makes,  with  iron  rage, 

The  youthful  pride  his  prey. 

Long  may  the  honours  of  thy  age 

Be  rev'renc'd  in  decay  1  -., 
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ANOTHER  INSCRIPTION 

ON    THE    SAME    HOUSE. 

xlANC  inn;remiorefonantisfylvae 
Aqiiis,  hortis,  aviumque  garritu, 
CKteriique  ruris  honoribus, 
Undiqiie  renidentem  villam, 

Non  niagnificam non  fuperbam  :  ^ 

At  qiiaieni  vides, 
Coramodani,  minidam,  genialem 
Natures  parem,  locians  artem, 
Sibi,  iuilque 

Ad  vitam  placide,  10 

Et  tranquille  agendum 

Deiignavit,  initruxitque.  12 

D.  I.   C. 

ABOVE  INSCRIPTION  IMITATED. 

T  ,  ,  ,  I- 

iN  tiie  deep  bofom  of  my  grove 

A  iHveet  re  eels  fvirvey. 

Where  birds  with  elegies  of  love 

Make  vocal  ev'ry  fpray. 

A  fylvan  fpot !  with  woods — with  waters  crown'd, 

With  all  the  rural  honours  blooming  round  !         6 

II. 
This  little  but  comxmodious  feat 
(Where  Nature  weds  with  Art) 
A'nt  to  the  eye  fuperbly  great ; 
Irs  beauties  charm  the  heart. 
J-iere  may  the  happy  founder  and  his  race 
Pali  their  iuU  days  in  harmony  and  peace.  12 

AN  EULOGIUM  ON  MASONRY. 

SPOKEN   BY   MR.    DIGGES   AT  IDrNEURGH. 

oAY,  can  the  garter  or  the  ftar  of  flate, 
T  hat  on  the  vain  or  on  the  vicious  wait. 
Such  emblems  with  fuch  emphafis  impart 
.^3  an  ijifigtuum  ne;ir  the  Mafoa's  heart  ? 


XJZ  CUNNINGHAM'S    POEMS. 

Hail,  facred  Maibnry  !  of  fource  divine,  5 

Unerring  miftrefs  of  the  faultlefs  line  ! 
Whofe  plumb  of  truth  with  never-failing  fvvay 
Makes  the  join'd  parts  of  fymmetry  obey. 

Hail  to  the  Craft !   at  whofe  ferene  command 
The  gentle  Arts  in  glad  obedience  ftand  ;  i9 

Whofe  Magic  ftroke  bids  fell  Confufion  ceafe, 
And  to  the  finifh'd  Orders  yield  its  place  ; 
Who  calls  creation  from  the  womb  of  earth. 
And  gives  i:-nperial  cities  glorious  birth. 

To  works  of  art  her  merit's  not  confin'd  ;  15 

She  regulates  the  morals,  fquares  the  mind  ; 
Corre(its  with  care  the  tenipeft-working  foul, 
And  points  the  tide  of  paflions  where  to  roll  ; 
On  Virtue's  tablets  marks  each  facred  rule. 
And  forms  her  Lodge  an  univerfal  fchool,  ao 

Where  Nature's  my  (tic  laws  unfolded  iland, 
And  fenfe  and  Science  join'd  go  hand  in  hand. 
O  1   may  her  fecial  rules  inftruftlve  fpread 
Till  Truth  ere6t  her  long  neglected  head; 
Till  thro'  deceitful  Night  (he  dart  her  ray,  25 

And  beam  full  glorious  in  the  blaze  of  day  ! 
Till  man  by  virtuous  maxims  learn  to  move. 
Till  all  the  peopled  world  her  laws  approve, 
Andthe  whole  liumanrace  be  bound  inbrothers'love. 

AN  EULOGIUM  ON  CHARITY. 

SPOKEN    AT    ALNWICK    IN    NORTHUMBERLAND, 
At  a  Charitable  Benefit-Play^    1765. 

1  O  bid  the  rancour  of  ill-fortune  ceafe  ; 

To  tell  Anxiety — I  give  thee  peace  ; 

To  quell  Adverfity — or  turn  her  darts  ; 

To  ftamp  Fraternity  on  gen'rous  hearts  : 

For  chefe  high  motives — thefe  illultrious  ends,       x, 

Celeftial  Charity  to-night  defcends. 

Soft  are  the  graces  tiiat  adorn  the  maid, 
Softer  than  dew-drops  to  the  fun-burnt  glade  1 
She's  gracious  as  an  unpolluted  ftrcam. 
And  tender  as  a  fond  young  lovei's  dream  :         id 
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Pity  and  Peace  precede  her  as  flie  flies, 

And  Mercy  beams  benignant  in  lier  eyes  ; 

From  her  high  refidence,  irom  realms  above, 

She  comes,  fweet  harbinger  of  heavenly  love  !      14 

Her  lifter's  charms*  are  more  than  doubly  bright 
From  the  kind  caufe  that  call'd  her  h.ere  to-night. 
An  artlefs  grace  the  confcious  heart  beftows, 
And  on  the  generous  cheek  a  tincUire  glo'.vs  [rofe. 
More  lovely"  than  the  bioom  tluit  paints  the  vernal 

The  lofty  pyramid  fhall  ceafe  to  live  ;  23 

Fleeting  the  praife  fuch  monuuicnts  can  give  ! 
But  Charity,  by  tyrant  Time  rever'd, 
Sweet  Chanty  !   amidfi:  his  ruins  fpar'd. 
Secures  her  votaries'  unblarled  lame. 
And  in  celeftial  a.nnals  faves  their  name.  25 

AN  INVITATION. 

Including  the  Characlers  of  the  particular  Company 

that  frequented  Mr.  Buxton^  s  elegant  Country-Houfe 

at  H'ejlon^  the  Fa?}iily  intending  for  London, 

C^OME  Daphne  i  as  the  widow'd  turtle  true, 
Foremolt  in  grief,  cciiducl:  the  m.ournful  crew  ! 
Come,  Delia  !   beauteous  as  the  new-born  Spring, 
With  fong  more  fcft  than  raptur'd  angels  fing  : 
Let  Thirfis  in  the  bloom  of  fumuier's  pride,  5 

With  folded  arms  walk  penfive  by  her  fide. 
Clarinda  1  come,  like  roly  Morning  fair, 
Thy  form  as  beauteous  as  thy  heart's  fincere  : 
On  her  ihall  Cymon  gaze  with  rude  del  ght, 
Till  poliilrd  by  her  charms  he  grows  polite.         i» 
Dorinda  next— her  gay  good  luui^our  tied. 
With  filent  fteps  and  grel-dejected  head  ! 
Palemon!   fee  his  tunelcf-  harp  unftrung 
Is  on  the  willow-boughs  neglectea  hiirg! 
Come,  Celia  !  figh'd  for  by  unnumbered  fvvains  :i5 
Rofetta !   pride  of  the  extended  plains  : 

*  The  Countcfs  of  Northuniberlaf  d.  vho  honcured  the  Charity  -wita 
her  Drei'ence, 
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With  Phillis  wliofe  unripen'd  charms  difplay 
A  dawn  that  promifes  the  future  day. 
With  cyprel'5  crown'd,  to  Wellon's  groves  repair; 
The  conlcioas  fliades  fliall  vvitnefs  our  defpair  :   29 
To  vales,  and  lawns,  and  woodlands,  late  fo  gay. 
Where  in  fweet  converfe  we  were  wont  to  ftray. 
The  joys  we've  loft  in  plaintive  numbers  tell. 
And  bid  the  focial  feat  a  long  farwel  ! 

AN  APOLOGY 

FOR  A  CERTAIN  LADY. 

1  O  an  old  dotard's  wretched  arms  betray'd. 

The  wife  (mifcall'd)  is  but  awidow'd  maid. 

Young,  and  impatient  at  her  wayward  lot, 

If  the  dull  rules  of  duty  are  forgot. 

Whatever  ills  from  iier  defeclion  rife, 

The  parent's  guilty  who  compeird  the  ties.  6 

AN  INTRODUCTION 

SPOKEN    AT    THE    THEATRE    IN    SUNDERLAND, 

To  a  Flay  perfor?ied  there  for  the  Benefit  of  the 
JVidoujs  and  Orphans  of  that  Place. 

vJn  Widows — Orphans — left  alas!   forlorn, 
(From  the  rack'd  heart  its  ev'ry  comfort  torn) 
Humanity  to-night  confers  relief, 
And  foftens  though  ftie  cann't  remove  their  grief. 
Blafred  her  hopes,  her  expectations  kill'd,  5 

The  fons  of  Sympathy,  w'ith  forrov/  chill'd. 
Behold  the  wretched  Matron  madly  weep. 
And  hear  her  cry — "  My  joys  are  in  the  deep  !~' 
To  the  tremendous  Pow'r  that  rules  mankind. 
Lord  of  the  feas — the  calm  and  boift'rous  wind,    10 
We  bow  obedient,  and  with  awe  refign'd  ! 
His  ways  infcrutable  we  cann't  explore  : 
No — we  may  wonder,  but  we  muft  adore. 
Happy  for  ever  be  the  gen'rous  breaft 
That  feels  compaflion  for  the  poor  diftrefs'd  !       15 
Happy  the  hand  that  ftops  the  fuff'rer's  tear  ! 
Such  hands  t4iere  are,  and  fuch  we  find  are  here.  17 
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A  PETITION 

TO    THE    WORSHIPFUL    FREE    MASONS. 
Dell-jered  from  the  Stage  by  a  Lady^  at  a  Comedy 
-Pj  countenanced  by  that  Fraternity. 

JdROTHERS — 'tis  bold  to  interrupt  your  meeting. 
But  from  the  female  world  I  wait  you  greeting. 

\_Curtftes. 
The  ladies  can  advance  a  thoufand  reafons 
That  make  them  hope  to  be  received  as  Mafons. 
To  keep  a  fecret,  not  one  hint  exprefTmg; 
To  rein  the  tongue — O  hu (bands !  there's  a  bleffing. 
As  virtue  feems  the  Mafon's  fole  foundation, 
V>'hy  fhould  the  fair  be  barr'd  from  inftallation  ? 
If  you  fuppofe  us  weak  indeed  you  wrong  us ; 
Hiftorians,  Sapphos  too,  you'll  find  among  us.     10 
Think — Brothers — think,  and  gracioufly  admit  us  ; 
Doubt  it  not,  Sirs,  we'll  glorioufly  acquit  us 
How  to  be  wifer  and  more  cautious  teach  us  ; 
Indeed  'tis  time  that  your  inftrucfions  reach  us. 
The  faults  of  late,  and  ev'ry  foul  mifcarriage,     15 
Committed  in  the  fphere  of  modern  marriage, 
Were  caus'd  (if  I've  a  grain  of  penetration) 
From  each  great  lady's  not  being  made  a  Mafon. 
Accept  us  then,  to  Brotherhood  receive  us, 
And  virtue,  we're  convinc'd,  will  never  leave  us. 20 

A  POSTSCRIPT. 

Would  honeft  Tom  G d*  get  rid  of  a  fcold, 

The  torture  and  plague  of  his  life. 

Pray  tell  him  to  take  down  his  lion  of  gold. 

And  hang  up  his  brazen-fac'd  wife. 

A  FRAGMENT. 
Vart  of  a  Poem  ivritten  on  Mifs  Bellamyzvhen  in 
jjy  Dublin. 

r  ROM  flavifh  rules,  mechanic  forms,  unty'd 
She  foars  with  facj-ed  Nature  for  her  guide. 
The  fmile  of  Peace — the v.ildnefs  of  Defpair— 
The  foft'ning  figh— the  foul  diflblving  tear ; 
*  Landlord  of  the  Golden  Lion,  aa  Inn  in  Yorkfhire, 
M  2 
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Each  magic  charm  the  boafted  Oldfield  knew,       $ 
Enchanting  Bellamy!  revives  in  you. 

'Tis  thine,  reiifilefs,  the  fuperior  art, 
To  fearch  the  foul,  and  trace  the  various  heart ; 
"With  native  force,  with  unaffected  eafe, 
To  form  the  yielding  padions  as  you  pleafe  !  lO 

Oldmixon's*  charms,  by  melody  imprefs'd, 
May  gently  touch  tlie  fong-enamour'd  bread  ; 
But  tranfient  raptures  muft  attend  the  wound 
Where  the  light  arrow  is  convey'd  by  found  ! 

Or  fhould  Mechelf  all  languilhing  advance,     15 
Her  limbs  difplay'd  in  ev'ry  maze  of  dance, 
(The  (oul  untouch'd)  flie  captivates  the  fight; 
But  breathing  wit  with  judgment  muft  unite 
To  give  the  man  of  reaion  unconfin'd  delight.     19 

A  FRAGMENT. 

TO  MR.  WOODS, 

Arcblte^  of  the  Exchange  at  Lii'erpooL 

WHEREMerfeyJrollsherwealth-beftowingwaves, 
And  the  wide  fandy  beach  triumphant  laves  ; 
Where  naval  ftore  in  harboured  fafety  rides 
Unmov'd  by  ftorms,  unhurt  by  threat'ning  tides, 
Commerce — paternal  goddefs  1   fits  ferene,  5' 

Commandant  of  the  tributes  of  the  main. 

But  yet  no  temple  lifts  its  high-topp'd  fpire  ; 
Simple  her  ffat — and  artlefs  her  attire  ! 
Around  attendant  priefls  in  order  w^ait,     ' 
Guiltlefs  of  pomp  and  ignorant  of  ftate  ;  10 

The  godhead's  pow'r  tho'  unadorn'd  they  own. 
And  bend  with  incenfe  at  lier  low-built  throne. 

Pallas  beheld— fhe  quits  the  ambient  fkies. 
And  thus  the  blue-ey'd  maid  indignant  cries  : 
**  Is  it  for  thee — my  Woods  !   to  lit  fupine  ?  15 

**  (Thy  genius  fraught  with  ev'ry  grace  of  mine) 
*'  Is  it  for  thee — to  whofe  myfterious  hand 
*^  Science  and  fifter  Arts  obfequious  ftand,  iS 

*  A  lady  celebrated  foifiaging. 

f  A  dancer  then  in  Smock- aUey  Thcatife. 

j  The  river  Mcrlcy,  at  Livprpy&L 
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^'  Inglorious  thus  to  let  a  goddefs  pine  ? 
*'  No  throne — no  temple — no  fuperior  ihrine  !       20 
''Hade,    hafte !    command    the  well-wrought  co- 
lumns rife 
**  And  lift  my  tav'rite  Commerce  to  the  ficies."  22 
*^*'*  *  *  #  *  * 

******* 

A  RECANTATION. 

WF  fpleen  fo  dormant,  indolence  fo  great, 
I've  thoughtlefs  flattered  what  in  truth  I  hate. 

ACROSTIC. 

Jl  RAY  tell  me,  fays  Venus,  one  day  to  the  Graces, 
(On  a  vifit  tliey  came, and  had  juft  ta'en  their  places) 
Let  me  know  why  of  late  I  can  ne'er  fee  your  faces. 
Ladies,  nothing  I  hope  happened  here  to  affright  ye. 
You've  had  compliment  cards  ey'ryday  to  invite  ye. 

SaysCupid.who  guefs'd  their  rebellious  proceeding, 
Underftand,  dear  Mamma,  there's  fome  mifchief  a- 

breeding ; 
There's  a  fair  one  at  Lincoln,  fo  finidi'd  a  beauty, 
That  your  loves  and  your  graces  all  fw  erve  from 

their  duty. 
On  my  life,  fays  d.ime  Venus,  I'll  not  thus  be  put  on; 
"Now^  t  think  on't  lali  night  fome  one  call'd  me  Mifs 

Sutton.  II 

ACROSTIC. 

VV  HERE  no  ripen'd  fummer  glows 

In  the  lap  of  northern  fnows, 

Deferts  gloomy  cold  and  drear, 

Only  let  the  nymph  be  there, 

Wreaths  of  budding  fweets  would  wear.  < 

May  would  ev'ry  fragrance  bring. 
Ail  the  vernal  bloom  of  fpring  : 
D:A;ads,  deck'dwith  myrtles  green. 
Dancing  would  attend  their  queen, 
Ev'ry  iiow'r  that  Nature  fpreads 
Rifing  w  here  the  channer  treads  i  it 

M3 
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A  CHARACTER. 

1  HE  Mufe  of  a  foldier  fo  whimfical  fings, 
He's  captain  at  once  to  four  different  kings ; 
And  though  in  their  battles  he  boldly  behaves, 
To  their  queens  he's    a  cull  and   a  dupe  to  their 

knaves. 
Whilft  others  are  cheerfully  join'd  in  the  chace,  5 
Young  KobbinoTs  hunting  the  critical  ace: 
On  feafts  or  on  fafts  though  the  parfon  exclaim, 
Under  hedges  or  haycocks  he'il  flick  to  his  game  : 
Yet  the  pnefl  cannot  fay  he's  quite  out  of  his  foldj 
For  he's  always  at  church — when  a  tythe's  to  befold, 
WITH  A  PRESENT. 

Let  not  the  hand  of  Amity  be  nice, 

Nor  the  poor  tribute  from  the  heart  difclaim  ; 

A  trifle  fhall  become  a  pledge  of  price, 

If  Friendfhip  ftamps  it  with  her  facred  name.        4 

II. 
The  little  rofe  that  laughs  upon  its  Rem, 
One  of  the  fweets  with  which  the  gardens  teem, 
In  value  fqars  above  an  eaftern  gem, 
If  tender'd  as  a  token  of  efleem.  S 

III. 
H^d  I  vafl:  hoards  of  maffy  wealth  to  fend, 
Such  as  your  merits  might  demand — their  due, 
Then  fhould  the  golden  tribute  of  your  friend 
Rival  the  treafures  of  the  rich  Peru.  12 

SENT  TO  MISS  BELL  H , 

HWITH    A    PAIR    OF    BUCKLES. 
.  APPY  trifles  !   can  you  bear 
^^ghs  of  fondnefs  to  the  fair  ? 
^^  your  pointed  tongues  can  tell 
I^ow  I  love  my  charming  Bell,  > 

^ondiy  take  a  lover's  part,  "** 

Plead  the  anguifh  of  my  heart. 

Go  ye  trifles,  gladly  tly, 
(Gracious  in  my  fair  one's  eye). 
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Fly — your  cnvy'd  blifs  to  meet ; 

Fly,  and  kils  the  charmer's  feet.  iO 

Happy  there  with  vvaggifh  play 
Though  you  revel  day  by  day, 
Like  the  donor,  ev'ry  night 
Robb'd  of  his  fupreme  delight. 
To  fubdue  your  wanton  pride, 
Ufelefs  you'll  be  thrown  afide.  16 

FROM   A  TRUANT 

TO    HIS    FRIENDS. 

i  IS  not  in  cells,  or  a  fequeller'd  cot, 
The  mind  and  morals  properly  expand  : 
Let  youtli  ftep  forward  to  a  bufier  fpot, 
Led  by  Difcrecion's  cool  conducting  hand.  4 

To  learn  fome  lelfons  from  the  fchools  of  man, 
(Forgive  me)  I  forfook  my  darling  home  ; 
Not  from  a  light  and  undigefted  plan, 
Nor  from  a  youthful  appetite  to  roam.  S 

In  your  affections  (let  refentment  fly) 
Rellore  me  to  my  long-accuftom'd  place  ; 
Receive  me  with  a  kind  forgiving  eye, 
And  prefs  me  in  the  parent's  fond  embrace  la 

FROM  THE  AUTHOR 

TO    A    CELEBRATED    METHODIST    PREACHER. 

Hypocrisy's  son» 

No  more  of  your  fun; 

A  truce  with  fanatical  raving. 

Why  cenfure  the  ftage  ? 

'Tis  known  to  the  age 

That  both  of  us  thrive  by—deceiving,  S 

'Tis  frequently  faid  ' 

That  two  of  a  trade 

Will  boldly  each  other  befpatter : 

But  truft  me  they're  fools 

Who  play  with  edg'd  tools  ; 

So  let's  have  no  more  of  the  matter.  la 

ASPIN  &  WALKER,  Lonibird^Stmt^  Fhft-Striet, 
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Hativncnd, 
Thefe  are  the  facred  feelings  of  thy  heart. 
Thy  heart,  inform'd  by  Reafon's  purer  ray, 

O  LYTTLETON,  the  friend  ! 

Oft,  condufted  by  hiftoric  truth, 

you  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward  time. 

Planning  with  warm  benevolence  of  mind 
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Britannia's  weal,  how  from  the  venal  gulph 
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Till  nobly  rifes  emulous  thy  own. 
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LIFE  OF  LYTTLETON. 

GEORGE  LYTTLETON,  afcerwards  Lord  Lyttleton,  the 
eldeft  hn  of  Sir  Thomas  Lyttleton,  Barr.  of  Hagley,  ia 
WorCc  fterlhire,  v/as  born  in  1709.  His  mother,  Chriftian 
Temple,  was  fifter  of  Sir  Pvichard  Temple,  Bart,  ot  Stowe,  ia 
Buckin  jharalhire,  af  ervvards  Lord  Vifcount  Co'oham.  He  had 
fix  brothers  and  as  many  iifter.s. 

He  was  in  tiated  in  cUflicU  learning  at  Eton  fchool,  where  he 
attained  to  fo  great  a  degree  of  eminence,  that  his  ex^rciles 
were  recommended  by  th..  mailers  as  modeis  to  the  fcholars  ia 
the  frime  cbfs.  He  acquired  much  reputa.ion  aifo  from  his  po- 
etical compolirions,  wnich  were  highly  efttemed  for  their  cor- 
reftnefs  and  elegance.  His  Soliloquy  on  a  Beauty  in  the  Countrj 
and  his  verfesc;;?  Good  Humour  were  written  at  Ictiool. 

From  Eton  he  went  to  Chrift-Church,  Oxford,  where  he 
retained  the  reputation  for  fapc-rior  talents  he  had  acquired  at 
Eton,  and  difplayed  his  abiiicies  to  the  pubUc  in  a  poem  on 
Blenheim,    written  in  1727. 

He  did  not  ftay  long  at  Oxford  ;  for  in  1728  he  began  his 
travels,  and  vifited  France  and  Italy,  but  reuded  fome  time  at 
Luneville,  in  Lorraine,  as  appears  by  his  ktters  to  his  father, 
in  which  he  defcribes  the  places  he  viiited,  and  relates  fome  of 
the  pri:-;clpaj  incidents  of  his  journey.  In  one  of  his  letters  he 
expreffcs  his  diffatisfaftion  at  the  thought  of  returning  to  Lune- 
ville, to  the  following  import :  "  Luneville  was  my  fchool  of 
breeding,  and  I  was  tnere  more  unavoidacly  fubjett  to  the  in- 
fluence of  bad  example,  as  t\i&politeJ]ev.rd.€t^iQ6.\n  that  place  is 
fuUerof  ceremony  than  elfewnere,  and  in  many  inibnces  pe- 
culiar to  itfe'f.  This  is  the  firil  and  ftrongeii  reafon  why  I 
deipair  of  being  happy  in  Lorraine.  I  am  not  only  averfe  to, 
but  have  otten  expreifed  my  contempt  for,  the  tepperies  and 
ridiculous  cuftoms  which  are  fo  prevalent  in  this  f.at  of  luxury 
and  diflipation."  It  is  im,poflible  to  perufe  his  letters  to  his  fa- 
ther without  being  charmed  with  the  maaly  and  virtuous  fen- 
timents  which  he  difcovers,  his  ftrong  averfion  to  vice  and 
folly,  and  particularly  with  tie  unaitedted  ardour  of  tilial  affec- 
tion which  runs  through  the  whole. 

At  Paris  heem.ployed  much  of  his  time  in  the  cultivation  of 
his  poetiwal  talents,  and  wro"e  a  very  rr^anly  and  corr^^cl  epiftle 
to  Dr.  Ayfcough,  a  divine  of  great  learning  and  probity,  who 
had  been  his  tutor  at  Oxford,  afterwards  became  his  relation, 
and  was  appointed  tutor  to  the  young  princes,  and  promoted  to 
the  deanery  of  Briftol.  During  his  abfence  he  wrote  a  poetical 
epiftle  to  Pope,  from  Rome,  and  when  he  came  back  to  Eng- 
land, in  1750,  he  addrefled  an  epiftle  to  Lord  Hervey,  from 
Hagley,  in  Worcefterlhire.  Scon  after  his  return  he  obtained 
a  feat  In  parliame.nt,  for  Oakhampton,  in  Devoniliire,  and  loci> 
A    a 
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diftinguifcd  himfelf  amongft  the  moft  ftrenuous  oppofcrs  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  though  his  ia.theY  enjoyed  a  lucrative  em- 
ployment under  government,  and  was  ot  courfe  pledged  to  vote 
with  the  court.  He  foon  became  popular  for  his  parliamentary 
abilities,  infomuchthat  for  feveral  years  the  name  of  George 
Lyttleton  wasfeen  in  every  account  of  every  deba'e  in  the  Houle 
of  Commons.  He  oppofed  tiie  ftanding  army  5  heoppofedthe 
excife  ;  he  fupported"  the  motion  for  petitioning  the  kii?g  to  re- 
move Walpole  j  and  was,  upon  all  occafions,  an  able  coadjutor 
with  Puiterey,  Pitt,  &c.  in  every  meafure  of  oppofition.  In 
fadf,  his  zeal  was  confideved  by  the  courtiers,  not  only  as  vio- 
lent, but  as  acrimonious  and  malignant  ;  and  when  Walpole, 
as  Dr.  Johnfon  expreffes  it,  was  at  laft  hunted  from  his  places, 
every  effort  was  made  by  his  friends,  and  many  friends  he  had, 
to  exclude  Lyttleton  from  the  fecret  committee. 

The  violence  of  his  oppofition  to  che  adminiftration  of  Wal- 
pole has  fubjedled  him  to  the  imputation  of  ingratitude  ;  for  it 
appears  "from  a  letter  to  his  father,  dated  at  Lunevilk,  that 
Walpole'srecommendation  procured  himthefriendfhipofPrince 
Craon.  His  words  are  thefe  :  *'  You  will  let  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole know  how  much  I  am  obliged  to  his  letter,  and  do  juftice 
to  Prince  Craon,  who  has  exprefTed  his  regard  to  it  in  the  ftrong- 
eft  manner,  and  by  a  kindnefs  which  I  cannot  duly  acknov/ledge. 

In  1735  hepublifhed  his  Peifian  Letters,  in  imitation  of  thofe 
of  Montel'quieu,  whom  he  had  known  in  England.  The  cha- 
rafter  of  a  young  man,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  is  very  vifible  in 
them..  They  have  fomething  of  that  indiftindl  and  headftrong 
ar<iour  for  libert}  which  a  man  of  genius  always  catches  when 
he  enters  the  world,  and  always  fuffers  to  cool  as  he  paffes 
forward.  In  the  following  year  he  addrefled  an  elegant  copy  of 
verfes  to  his  coufin  Pitt,  on  his  lofing  his  commiffion  in  the 
army  for  his  conducl  in  parliament. 

In  1737  the  Prince  of  Wales,  having  incurred  the  difplea- 
fure  or  his  father,  quitted  St.  James's  Palace,  efirablifhed  a  fe- 
parate  court,  and  received  with  open  arms  the  opponents  of  the 
minilrer.  Upon  the  refignation  of  Mr.  Pelham,  Mr,  Lyttleton 
was  msde  fecretary  to  the  Prince,  with  the  addition  of  240I. 
annually  to  his  falary,  as  appears  by  his  letter  to  his  father, 
dated  hom  Clifden,  in  Vv'hich  he  fays,  "  I  came  here  yefterday 
to  thank  his  Royal  Highnefs  for  having  augmented  my  falary 
?,4ol.  a  year,  by  putting  it  upon  the  fame  footing  with  that  of 
Mr.  Moiyneux  under  the  King,  when  he  was  Prince. 

As  he  had  the  confidence  of  the  Prince,  he  pointed  out  to 
him  the  expediency  of  pationizing  men  of  iiterature,  in  order 
to  advance  his  character  and  acquire  popularity:  in  confequence 
of  which  Mallet,  at  his  recommendation,  v/as  appointed  under- 
fccretary,  v/ith  a  penfion  of  2Col.  aiid  Thomfon  had  a  penfion 
K)f  icol.  a  year.     For  Thomfon  he  always  reiainedthe  warmeft 
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frlendfhip,  and  ar  length  procured  aim  the  place  of  furveyor 
general  of  the  Leward  Iflands.  A4oore,  a  conten.porary  writer, 
endeavoured  to  obraia  his  favour  by  an  apologetical  poem,  en- 
titled the  Trhl  ofSelim  the  Perjian,  but  this  bard  did  not  iucceed 
in  his  attempt. 

He  now  became  (o  powerful  a  fpeaker  in  the  Houfe  of  Com- 
mons, that  he  was  conlidered  as  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  oppoli- 
tion,  and  Pope,  who  was  continually  pointing  his  fatireagainffc 
the  minillry,  took  an  opportunity  of  palTing  an  eulogium  upon 
Lyttleton,  amongft  other  eminent  p:^triot:s  of  that  day.  Ihis 
drew  upon  him  the  reproaches  of  the  members  of  adniiaiftration, 
and  par:ical.uly  of  Mr.  Henry  Fox,  "who,  in  the  Houle,  cen- 
furcd  with  the  utmofcfevcrity  his  intimacy  with  a  lampooner  fo 
unjufl  and  licentious  as  Pope.  Lyttleton,  with  manly  Ipirit,  re- 
torted, that  he  deemed  it  the  higheft  honour  to  be  admitted 
into  the  familiarity  of  fo  great  a  genius  and  fo  accomplilhed  a  poet. 

Having  thus  rendered  himfelf  confpicuous  in  the  great  world, 
he  entered  into  the  married  ftate,  with  Lucy,  daughter  of 
Hugh  Fortefcue,  Efq.  of  Fiileigh,  in  Devonlhire,  with  whom  he 
appears  to  have  lived  in  the  higntft  degree  of  connubial  fehcity. 

At  length,  after  a  long  ftruggle,  VValpole  gave  way,  and 
honours  a:id  profit  were  of  .couife  diflnbuted  amongft  his  oopo- 
nents.  Lyttleton,  in  1744,  was  made  one  of  the  Lords  of  the 
Treafury,  and,  as  is  the  common  cafe,  from  that  time  as  warm- 
ly fupported,  as  he  had  formerly  oppofed,  the  fchemes  of  the 
miniltry. 

Politics,  however,  did  not  wholly  engrofs  his  attention.—. 
When  weary  witli  faftion,  he  ufed  very  often  to  vifit  his  cou- 
fin  Well,  ac  Wick!;am,  vvho  was  a  zealous  advocate  for  the 
caufe  of  Chrifrianity.  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  thit  Lyttleton  had, 
in  the  pride  of  juvenile  coniidence,  with  the  help  of  corrupt 
converfation,  entertained  doubts  concerning  divine  revelation  j 
but  he  thought  the  time  was  come  when  it  was  no  longer  fit  to 
doubt  or  believe  by  chance,  and  applied  himfelfieriouily  to  the 
great  queftion.  Through  his  converfation  with  Mr.  Well,  aided 
by  cioie  application  to  iVudy,his  invelligation  ended  in  con  vitlion. 
He  found  that  religion  was  true  j  and  what  he  had  karned,  he 
endeavoured  to  teach,  for  in  174706  produced  h\i  D'lijh-tation 
iin  the  Ccnverficn  of  it.  Paul,  a  treatile  to  which  lafidJity  has 
never  been  able  to  fabricate  a  fpecioias  anfwer.  This  book,  his 
father  had  the  haippinefs  of  feeing, and  exprelfed  his  fatisfa€tioa 
in  the  following  kcter. 

*'  i  have  read  your  religious  treatife  with  infinite  pleafure 
and  fatisfatilion.  The  ftyie  is  fine  and  clear,  the  arguments  clofe, 
cogent,  and  irrefiftibie.  May  the  King  of  kings,  vvhofe  glori- 
ous caufe  you  havefo  well  defended,  reward  som  pious  labours, 
a\id  grant  that  I  may  be  found  worthy,  through  the  merits  of 
Jefus  Ciiriil,  to  be  an  eye-witnefs  of  that  happinsfs  which  I  do 
A3 
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not  doubt  he  will  bountifully  bellow  upon  you.  In  the  mean 
time,  Ifhallneverceafe  glorifying  God  for  having  endowed  you 
with  fuch  ufefiil  talents,  and  giving  me  fo  good  a  fon."  The 
pleafure  which  fuch  a  letter  muft  have  given  to  fuch  a  fon  is 
inexpreillble. 

In  the. beginning  of  this  year  (1747)  his  wife  died  in  child- 
bed. Her  ficknefs  is  feelingly  defcribed  in  his  forty  firft  letter 
to  his  father,  and  he  perpetuated  her  memory  in  a  r/onody  that 
will  be  read  while  conjugal  affeaion  and  a  tafte  for  poetrv  exift 
inthis  country.  She"  was  buried  at  Over-Arley,  in  Stafford- 
pure,  but  a  very  e'egant  monument  is  eie£led  to  her  memory 
in  the  chancel  of  the  church  at  Hagley.  Ke  did  not,  however, 
condemn  himfclf  to  perpetual  folitude  and  forrow  ;  for,  after  a 
while,  he  fought  happinefs  again  bv  a  ftcond  marriage,  with 
the  daughter  of  Field  Marfhal  Sir  Rob  rt  Rich.  «<  She 
was  an  intimate  and  dear  friend,"  fays  Mr.  Weft,  in  a  letter  to 
Dr.  Doddridge,  June  1749,  "  0^  ^^'s  former  wife,  which  is 
fome  kind  of  proof  of  her  merit :  I  mean  the  goodnefs  of  her 
heart,  for  tliat  is  the  chief  merit  which  Mr.  Lyttleton  efteems, 
and  I  hope  flie  will  not  in  this  difappoint  his  expectations.  In 
all  0Lher_ points  {he  is  well  fuired  to  him,  being  extremely  well 
accornplilhed  in  languages,  mufic,  and  painting  j  and  very  fen- 
fible  and  well  bred."  It  is  faid  the  experiment  was'unluccefsful. 
_Ini75i  his  father  died,  when  he  inherited  a  Baronet's  title, 
with  a  conilderable  eftate,  which,  though  perhaps  he  did  not 
augment,  he  was  careful  to  adorn  with  expenfive  buildings  and 
rural  deem ations.  Hagley  Park,  the  fcene  of  thele  lavifh  ope- 
rations, is  frequently  defcribed  as  a  terreftrial  paradife. 

Shenftone  was  Lyttleton's  neighbour,  friend,  and  rival,  in 
landfcape-gardening,  and  k  is  faid  that  his  improvements  at 
the  Lealowes,  excited  at  firft  the  contempt  and  afterwards  the 
envy  of  the  inhabitants  of  Hagley,  who,  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  took 
care  to  defeat  the  curiofity  which  they  could  not  fupp/efs,  by 
condua-ing  their  vifitantspevverfely,  to  inconvenient  point:>  of 
viev/,  and  introducing  them  at  the  wrong  end  of  a  walk  to  detedl 
adeception  j  injuries  of  which  Shenftonewould  heavily  con-;p!ain. 

This  charge  againft  the  Lyttleton  family  has  been  denied  by 
Mr.  Greaves,  who  fays  that  "  the  Lyttleton  f.m.ily  went  fo 
frequently  v.ith  their  company  to  the  Leafowes,  th.^t  they  were 
unwilling  to  break  iij  upon  Shenftone's  retirement  on  every  oc- 
cafion  J  and  therefore  often  went  to  the  principal  points  in  view 
without  waiting  for  any  one  to  conduft  them  regularly  through' 
the  whole  v.alks.  Of  this  Shenftonc  would  fcmetimes  peeviihly 
complain,  though  I  am  perfuaded  be  never  really  fufpe<5ted  any 
ill-natured  intentiors  in  his  worthy  and  much  valued  neigh- 
bours," One  cannot  be  perfuadtd  that  a  mind  fo  pure  and  bene- 
volent as  that  of  Lyttleton  was  ever  dcbafed  by  fuch  unworthy 
•paifiDns 
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As  he  continued  the  exertions  of  his  great  abilities  in  Parlia- 
mentin  the  fervice  of  the  miniftry,  he  was  gradually  advancing 
his  claim  to  preferment.  Accordingly,  in  1754,  he  refigned 
his  feat  at  the  Treifury  Beard,  being  appoi-jted  Cofferer  to  the 
Houlhold,  and  Privy  Counf?l!or.  In  Dcce:rjber  2,':,_  T755,  ^'^ 
exchanged  the  place  of  Cofferer  O;  the  HouGioId  for  the  great 
oHice  of  Chancellor  of  th-  Exchequer,  an  office,  however, 
thatfeems  to  have  required  fome  qualifications  which  he  foun 
pferceived  himfelfto  want,  and  which  he  retained  only  till  the 
appointment  of  Mr.  Legge,  in  Novernbei-   1756. 

The  year  atter,  his  curiofity  led  him  into  Wales,  of:which, 
according  to  Dr.  johnfon,  he  has  given  an  account,  perhaps 
rather  with  too  much  affftation  of  df  light,  in  two  letters  to 
Archibald  Bower,  a  man  of  whom  he  had  conceived  a  m.ore  fa- 
vourable opinion  than  hefems  to  have  deferved  ;  and  whom, 
having  once  efpoufed  his  intereft  and  fame,  he  was  never  per- 
fuaded  to  difL.v/n.  In  an  affectionate  letter  to  D:,  Doddridge, 
on  his  removing  to  Liibon  .'or  thie  recovery  of  his  health,  he  thus 
expreffes  his  attachment  to  Bower.  '  **  You'have  brought  on 
your  diftemper  by  too  continual  ftudy  and  labour  in  your  fpi- 
ritual  funftion,  and  remillion  of  mind  is  abfolu'ely  neceffary  for 
your  recoverv:  I  therefore  requeft  it  of  you  not  to  writ  -  thepre'ace 
to  Bov/er's  book,  it  v.  ill  do  more  harm  than  gofed  to  him.  The 
merit  of  the  work  will  bear  it  upagainft  all  thefe  attacks  ;  and 
as  to  the  ridiculous  ftory  of  my  having  difcarded  him,  the  inti- 
mate friend.Oiip  in  which  we  continue  to  live  will  be  a  fuff.cient 
anfvver  to  that,  and  better  than  tellimony  formally  giver;."  Bow- 
er, wharever  was  his  moral  character,  did  not  want  abilineG  j 
attacked  as  he  was  by  an  univerfal  outcry,  for  having  written 
the  hiilory  of  the  Popes,  and  in  it  vindicated  the  dodrines  of 
the  Papacy,  he  maintained  his  ground,  and  repelled  the  attacks 
of  his  adverfaries.  It  appeared,  however,  from  an  atteftation 
of  Mrs.  Bower,  that,  "during  feventeen  years  that  'he  had 
conftantly  lived  with  him,  he  always  profeffeJ  himfelf  a  Pro- 
tefta-.t,  ailed  conformably  to  thatprofcffion,  and  that  he  died 
in  tlie  communion  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  m-de  an  edi- 
fying departure." 

V/fien  the  inaufpicicus  comm.encementofthe  war  with  France, 
in  1757,  rendered  the  diffjlution  of  the  miniftry  inevitable.  Sir 
Oeorge  Lyttleton  lofing  his  employment  v/ith  the  reft  of  his 
■  colleagues,  his  fervices  were  recompenied  with  a  peerage,  be- 
ing crea'-ed  Baron  Lyttleton,  of  Fra-  kley,  in  the  county  of 
"Worcefter  :  fo  that,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  expreffes  it,  «  he  refted  from 
political  turbulence  in  the  Houfe  of  Lc.rds." 

In  the  courfe  of  this  year  he  publifhed  his  Dialogues  of  the 
Dead,  which  were  very  eagerly  read,  though  they  leem  to  be 
the  produftion  rather  of  leifu'e  than  of  ftudy  ;  rather  effufioni 
tl-iancumpofitions.     The  names  of  hl5  perfons,  tco,  often  en- 
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able  the  reader  to  anticipate  their  converfation,  and  when  they 
have  met,  they  too  often  pirt  without  a  conclufion.  He  has  copi- 
edFenelon  more  than  Fcnrejulle.  V/hen  they  were  firft  publifhed, 
they  were  kindly  commended  by  the  Criiica!  Re'uL'^jjers,  for 
which,  Johnfonfays,  poor  Lyttleton,  with  humble  gratitude, 
returned  his  acknowledgments  in  a  note  which  he  had  read- 
acknowledgments  either  for  flattery  or  juftice. 

Hislaft  literary  produftion  was  h\s  BiJIcry  ofHettrytheSeccnd^ 
in  three  volumes,  quarto;  the  refult  or  the  refearches  and  de- 
liberations of  twenty  years.  The  account  of  this  publication, 
as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  remarkable.  *'  The  whole  work 
was  printed  twice  over,  a  great  part  of  it  three  times,  and  miany 
fheets  four  or  five  times.  The  buckfellers  paid  for  the  firfl  im- 
preflion,  but  the  charges  and  repeated  operations  of  the  prefs 
were  at  the  expence  of  the  author,  whofe  ambitious  accuracy  is 
known  to  have  coft  him  at  leaft  a  thoufand  pounds.  He  began 
to  print  in  1755;  three  volumes  appeared  in  1764;  a  fecond 
edition  in  1767,  and  the  conclufion  in  1771.  Andrew  Reid,  a 
man  not  without  confiderable  abilities,  and  not  unacquainted 
with  letters,  or  with  life,  undertook  to  perfuade  Lyttleton,  as 
he  had  perfaaded  him.felf,  that  he  was  mailer  of  the  fecret  of 
punctuation  ;  and,  as  fear  begets  credulity,  he  was  employed, 
I  know  not  at  what  price,  to  point  the  pages  oi Henry  the  Second. 
The  book  was  at  hA  pointed  and  printed,  and  lent  into  the 
world  ;  Lyttleton  took  money  for  his  copy,  of  which,  when  he 
had  paid  the  frwter,  he  probably  gave  the  reft  away,  for  he  was 
very  liberal  to  the  indigent.  When  time  brought  the  hiftory 
to  a  third  edition,  Reid  was  either  dead  or  difcarded,  ajid  the 
fuperintendance  of  typography  and  punftuation  was  committed 
to  a  man  originally  a  comb-maker,  but  then  known  by  the 
flyle  of  Dr.  Saunders.  Something  uncommon  was  probably  ex- 
pelled, and  fomething  uncommon  was  at  laft  done  5  for  to  the 
edition  of  Dr.  Saunders  is  appended,  what  the  world  had  hardly 
ken  before,   a  lift  of  errors  of  nineceen  pages." 

It  is  much  to  be  wifhed,  that  in  this  paflage  Dr_.  Johnfon  had 
obferved  his  own  humane  maxim  in  the  "  Life  ofAddifon,  of 
not  giving  a  pang  to  a  daughter,  a  brother,  or  a  frienj."  The 
nice  attention  to  pundluation  with  which  Henry  the  Second  was 
publifhed,  is  attributed  to  fuch  anxiety  as  only  vanity  can  dic- 
tate, when  good  motives  were  avovred  by  the  author,  and 
known  by  his  friends,  fuch  as  his  defire  to  corred  miftakes, 
his  fear  of  being  too  harfli  on  fome  charadlers,  and  other  laud- 
able motives. 

This  Work  is  juftly  ranked  among  the  moft  valuable  hifto- 
rical  performances  in  the  Englifh  language.  It  is  executed 
v/ith  great  fidelity,  and  with  a  ftrift  regard  to  the  authority  of 
original  writers.  The  ftyle  is  perfpicuous  and  unaffedled  ;  ge- 
nerally corref^:,  and  ofcea  eleganc  aud  maflerly.    The  fenti- 
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ments  and  remarks  are  judicious  and  pertinent,  liberal  with  re- 
fpett  to  religion,anj  friendly  to  the  caufe  of  liberty  andthe  rights 
of  mankind.  The  account  of  the  ftare  of  our  ancient  govern- 
iTient,  laws,  cuftoms  and  manners,  is  very  copious  and  eminent- 
ly ufeful,  fo  as  to  make  the  work  ftridly  and  properly  a  confti- 
tu  tional  hifiory. 

His  Verjesto  :he  Coutitefs  cjEgremovt,  and  Letter  to  Lord  Hard- 
•zvkke,  in  1761,  were  poetical  prod uft ions.  He  fpent  the  latter 
part  of  his  life  in  retirement.  Our  author,  according  to  Dr. 
Johnfon,  had  never  the  appearance  of  a  ftrong  or  a  healthy  man ; 
and  had  a  fiender,  uncompa(£led  frame,  and  a  m  agre  face.  It 
is  certain,  however,  that  at  one  period  of  his  life,  h=  entertain- 
ed a  more  favourable  opinion  of  his  conftitutiun  ;  ror,  in  a  let- 
ter to  his/ather,  dated  from  the  neighbourhocd  of  Soiflbns  in 
France,  he  fays,  "  I  believe  there  is  not  a  young  man  alive, 
who  has  more  happinefs  toboaft  or  thin  mylelf,  being  blefied 
with  a  found  conftirutiop,affedtionate  friends,and  eai'y  fortune.'* 

We  fubjoin  the  very  attetling  and  inftrudlive  narrative  of  his 
death,  given  by  his  phyfician,  as  the  moft  ftriking  difplay  of 
■his  moral  character. 

<'  On  Sunday  evening,  the  fymptoms  of  his  Lordfliip's  dif- 
order,  which,  for  a  week  pift,  had  alarmed  us,  put  on  a  fatal 
appearance,  and  his  Lordfhip  believed  himfel  to  be  a  dying 
man.  From  this  rime  he  fuffered  by  rtftlelTnefs  rather  than 
pain  ;  and  akhaugh  his  r.erves  were  appai  en'ly  much  fluttered, 
his  mental  faculties  now  feemed  ftronger,  when  he  was  tho- 
roughly av.'ake. 

*'  His  Lordfhip's  bilious  and  hepatic  complaints  feemed  alone 
not  equal  to  the  expected  mournful  event  j  his  lor-g  w^ant  or" 
fleep,  whether  the  confequence  of  the  irritation  in  the  bowels, 
or,  which'io  more  probable,  of  caufes  of  difterent  kinds  accounts, 
for  his  lofs  of  ftrength,  and  for  his  dea'h,  very  fufficiently. 

"  Though  his  Lordfhip  v.-ifhed  his  approaching  uilTolution 
not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited  tor  it  with  reiignarion.  Ke  faid, 
<'  It  is  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  mile- y,  now  to  attempt  to  pro- 
long life  j"  yet  he  was  eaiiiy  perfuaded  for  the  fatisfadlion  of 
others,  to  do  or  take  any  thing  thought  proper  for  him.  On 
Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better,  and  we  were  notwith- 
out  fome  hoprs  of  his  recovery. 

"  On  Sunday,  about  eleven  in  the  forenoo'^,  his  Lordfhio 
fert  for  me,  and  faid,  he  felt  a  great  hurry,  and  wi, led  to  have 
a  little  converfation  with  me,  in  order  to  diver:  it.  He  then 
proceedd  to  open  the  fountain  of  that  heart,  from  whence 
goodnefs  had  fo  long  flowed,  as  from  a  copious  fpring. — «  Doc- 
tor,' faid  he,  *  you  ihall  be  my  confelTor.  When  I  firll  i'et 
out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who  endeavoured  -o  fhake  my 
belief  in  the  Chriftian  religion.  I  have  made  it  the  rule  of  my 
life,  and  it  is  the  ground  ot  m.y  future  hopes.     I  have  erred  and 
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finned,  but  have  repented,  and  never  indulged  any  vicious  ha- 
bit. In  politics  and  public  li  e  I  have  made  public  good  the  rule 
of  my  condudt.  I  never  give  counfels  which  I  did  not  at  the 
time  think  the  beft.  I  have  feen  that  I  was  fometimcs  in  tne 
wrong,  but  I  did  not  err  defignedly.  I  have  endeavoured  m 
private  life  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power,  and  never  xor  a  mo- 
ment could  indulge  malicious  or  unjull  deligns  upon  any  perfon 
wha'rfoever.'' 

"  At  another  time  he  faid,  *  I  mufl:  leave  my  foul  in  the 
fame  ilate  it  was  in  before  this  illnefs.  I  nnd  this  a  very  incon- 
venient time  for  folicltude  about  any  thing.' 

_*'  On  the  evening  when  the  fymptoms  of  death  came  on_,  he 
faid,  *  I  fhall  die  j  but  it  will  not  be  your  fault.'  When  Lord 
and  Lady  Valentia  came  to  fee  his  Lordlhip,  he  gave  them  his 
folemn  benedidion,  and  faid,  <  Begoud,  be  virtueus,  my  Lord, 
you  muft  come  to  this.'  Thus  he  continued  giving  his  dying 
benediftion  to  all  around  him.  On  Monday  morning  a  lucid  in- 
terval gave  fomc  fmall  hopes,  but  thefe  vani.hed  in  the  even- 
ing, and  he  continued  dying,  but  with  very  little  uneafmefs, 
til]  Tuefday  morning,  Auguft  2zd.  when,  between  fe\en  and 
eight  o'clock,  he  expired  almoft  without  a  groan." 

His  Lordfliip  was  buried  at  Hagley,  and  the  following  in- 
fcription  is  cut  on  the  fide  of  his  Lady's  monument : 

This  unadorned  ftone  v/as  placed  here 
By  the  particular  clefire  and  exiyrefs 
Directions  of"  the  Right  Honourable 
GEORGE  LORD  LYTTLETON, 

Who  died  AuguA  220.  1773,  aged  64. 

By  his  firft  Lady,  he  had  one  fon,  Thomas,  who  inherited  his 
title  and  eftates,  and  two  daughters,  Mary,  who  died  an  infant, 
and  Lucy,  married  to  Lord  Valentia,  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland. 
He  had  no  children  by  his  fecond  lady.  Thomas  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton  married  Apphiah,  fecond  daughter  of  Broome  Witfs,  Efq. 
of  Chipping  Norton,  Oxfordihire,  the  widow  of  Colonel 
Peach,  and  died  in  17S0,  leaving  no  iffue.  In  early  liie  he 
exhibited  proofs  of  the  moftfplendid  talents,  and  rendered  him- 
felf  lingular  for  the  proftitudon  of  tnem  to  the  moll  ignoble 
purpofes.  His  abilities  as  a  parliamentary  or:.tor  recommended 
him  to  the  miniftry,  and  procured  him  an  appointment  to  the 
fmecure  of  chief  juftice  in  Eyre,  a  place  which  his  father  with 
fuperior  pretenfions  could  nejver  obtain. 

A  fmall  coUeftion  of  Poelris,  by  a  young  NoMeman  lately 
deceafed,  qu  rrto,  has  been  attributed  to  him,  and  two  volumes 
of  Letters  are  fuppofed  to  have  come  from  his  pen,  which  in  the 
reading  have  aft^nded  much  entertainment.  They  are  gene- 
rally accounted  fpurious,  but  in  their  compofition,  fentiment, 
and  didlion,  they  bear  evident  traits  of  his  genius  and  turn 
of  mi  id.  An  original  novel,  in  twelves,  1775,  eni^itled  The 
Corr ejf  undents i  which  exhibits  a  feries  of  letters  fuppofed  by 
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fome  to  hive  been  written  by  his  father,  to  Mrs.  Peach,  is 
likewife  cerjectured  by  others  to  have  been  his  prcduflion. 
Though  a  limilarity  of  ftyle  prevails  throuphcut  the  whole  fe- 
ries  of  thefe  letters,  they  are  fuch  traits  of  originality  aid  ailu- 
fions  to  time,  plsce,  and  circumftance,  as  bear  the  ftrongeft 
marks  of  their  not  being  founded  on  fidlion. 

The  works  of  George  Lord  Lyttleton,  formerly  printed  fe- 
parately  with  fome  other  pieces,  never  before  printed,  were  col- 
iefted  and  publilhed  by  his  nephew  Edward  Ayfcough,  Efq. 
in  one  volume,  quarto,  1774.  The  pieces  formerly  printed 
and  coUecled  into  this  Dublication,  are,  "  Obfervations  on  the 
Life  of  Cicero."--"  Obfevvati'^ns  on  the  prefent  Sta':e  of  Af- 
fairs, in  a  letter  to  a  Member  of  Pailiamen'.."— "  Letters  from 
a  Perfian  in  England  to  his  friend  at  Ifpahan."---"  Obferva- 
tions on  the  Converaon  and  Apoftlefhip  of  St.  Paul." — "  Dia- 
logues of  the  Dead."—'*  Mifcellaneous Poems." 

The  pieces  which  were  never  before  printed,  are,  '*  Obfer- 
vations on  the  Roman  Hiftory." — "  Four  Dialogues  of  the 
Dead."— <*  Four  Speeches  in  Parliament."—"  Letters  to  Sir 
Thomas  Lyttleton,"  and  "  An  Account  of  a  Journey  into 
Wales,  in  two  Letteis  ro  Mr.  Bovver." 

The  character  of  George  Lord  Lyttleton,  was  held  in  uni- 
verf^il  eftimation  during  his  life,  as  his  memory  has  been  re- 
vered fince  hl&  death.  One  of  his  biographers  very  juftly  re- 
marks, tha^the  reputation  of  his  Lordihip,  as  a  judicious  cri- 
tic, an  efiter:aining  traveller,  a  wife  and  upright  ftatefman, 
and  a  good  man,  is  fo  decifively  fixed,  and  (o  firmly  eftablilhed, 
that  it  can  receive  little  additional  luftre  from  panegyric,  and  is  in 
nodanger  offutFering  from  the  attacks  or  criticifms  or  cenfure. 

-As  a  poet  Dr.  Johnfon  fpeaks  of  him  in  the  following  manner. 

*•  Lord  Lyttleton''s  poems  are  the  works  of  a  man  ot  literature 
and  judgment,  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  verfincation.  They 
have  nothing  to  be  defpifed,  and  little  to  be  admired.  Of  his 
PrcgrepofLcvef  it  is  fafficient  blame  to  fay  that  it  is  paftoral. 
His  blank  verfe  in  Bicweirn  has  neither  much  force  nor  much 
elegance.  His  little  performiances,  whether  fongs  or  epigrams, 
are  fometimes  fprightly,  and  fbmetimes  infipid.  His  epifto- 
lary  pieces  have  a  fmooth  equability,  which  cannot  tire,  be- 
caufe  they  are  {hovt,  but  which  feldom  elevates  or  furprifes. 
But  from  this  cenfure  ought  to  be  excepted  his  Adt-ke  to  Belinda, 
vhich,  though  for  the  moft  part  written  when  he  was  very- 
young,  contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence,  very  elegantly 
and  vigorcufly  exprefled,  and  fliews  a  mind  attentive  to  life,  and  a 
power  otpoetry  which  cultivation  might  have  raifed  to  excellence. 
Candour  muft  acknowledge  that  our  author's  poetical  cha- 
rafler,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  fparing  and  invidious, 
and  cannot  be  generally  allowed  without  fome  exceptions  in  i'z.- 
voui  of  tht  Pngrefs  of  Lc-v£  and  BkrJ>£im.    But  the  feveritydf 
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this  rigid,  though  generally  judicious  critic,  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered at,  when  we  bring  to  refledlion  the  inveterate  prejudices 
he  fo  frequently  exprelles  againft  paftoral  poetryand  blank  verfe. 
His  Lordfhip's  literary  merit  is  generally  acknowledged  by 
his  contemporaries,  whofe  teftimonies  are  too  numerous  to  be 
fpecified,  fuffice  it  to  obierve  that  he  is  highly  extolled  byPope, 
Thomfon,  Hammond,  ar.d  Shenftone.  The  following  couplet 
©fPope  produced  from  Dr.  Warton  a  profound  fcholar,  and  li- 
beral critic,  feme  very  candid  and  judicious  remarks  which,  in 
juftice  to  our  author,  we  deem  it  incumbent  on  us  to  infert : 

*'  Free  as  young  Lyttleton  her  caufe  purfue. 
*'  Still  true  to  virtue,  and  as  warm  as  true.'' 

<'  A  juft  and  not  overcharged  encomium,"  fays  Dr.  Warton, 
<«  on  an  excellent  man,  who  always  ferved  his  triends  with 
warmth,  (witnefs  his  kindnefs  to  Thomfon)  and  his  country 
with  adlivity  and  zeal.  His  Poem%  and  Dialogues  of  the  Dead  are 
written  wi:h  elegance  and  eafe.  His  Objer'vatvjns  en  the  Con-ver- 
fton  of  St.  Paul,  with  clearnefs  and  clolenefs  of  reafoning,  and 
his  Hijicry  of  Henry  the  Second,  with  accuracy  and  knowledge  of 
thofeearl)  times,  and  of  the  Englifh  conftitution  j  and  what 
v.'as  com-pUed  h-om  a  laborious  fcarch  into  authentic  documents, 
and  the  records  lodged  in  the  Tower,  and  at  the  Rolls.  A  little 
before  he  died,  he  told  me  that  he  had  determined  to  throw  out 
of  the  coikdtion  of  all  his  works,  which  was  then  foon  to  be 
publiiOied,  his  firft  juvenile  performance,  the  Perfan  LetterSy 
in  which,  he  faid,  there  were  principles  and  remarks  that  he 
wifhed  to  retraft  and  alter.  Another  little  piece,  written  alfo 
in  his  early  youth,  does  him  much  honour.  The  Ohjeri'ations 
on  the  Life  of  rul'ly,  in  which,  perhaps,  a  more  dilpaffionate 
and  impartial  charadtercfTully  is  exhibited,  than  m  the  pa- 
negyrical volume  of  Middleton.  _  ^^ 

*''His  Morody,  the  mod  popular  cf  his  produftions,  m'which 
he  commemorates  the  virtues  and  accomplishments  of  his  ex- 
cellent ladv,  cannot  be  read  without  exciti:;g  the  tendereft  emo- 
tion in  every  one  that  has  the  lejil-  claim  to  lenhbility.  The 
numbers  fucce<.d  in  harmonious  fluw,  which  befpeaks  the  moft 
exquifite  feelings  of  a  moft  fufceptible  mind.  The  fentiment  of 
his  Progrefs  of  Levels  delicate,  the  imagery  pleafing,  and  the 
verfification  correft  and  harmonious.  It  muil:  be  admitted  how- 
ever,that  there  are  in  it  f^  me  of  thofe  ftudied  expreffions  and  falfe 
ornaments  by  which  paftoral  poetry  is  too  often  fantaftically  dif- 
guifed.  His  ^d'Lice  to  Belinda  is  ftamped  v.  ith  the  approbation 
ofDr.  Johnfon,  and  poff-fies  a  degree  ot  prr.priety,  ienle,  and 
harmony.  His  eoiftle  to  Pope  is  an  encomium  highly  elegant 
and  refined.  His  fongs  are  in  g  neral  er^fy  and  fprighLly.  In  fine, 
his  poetical  compofitions  are  charaflerized  by  elegance,  eale, 
and  harmony,  without  any  extraordinary  degree  of  elevaSiou, 
energy,  or  glow  of  colouviug.  " 
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SOLILOQUY 

OF  A  BEAUTY  IN   TiiE  COUNTRY. 
Written  at  Eton  School. 

^rp  WAS  niglit,  and  Flavia  to  her  room  retIrM, 

X    Wilh  evening  chat  and  ibber  reading  tir'd. 
There  melancholy,  penhve,  and  alone, 
She  meditates  on  the  forlaken  town ; 
On  her  rais'd  ami  reclin'd  her  drooping  head  5 

Slie  figh'd,  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  faid  : 
"  Ah  !  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair, 
«'  To  move  v.ith  negligence,  to  drei's  with  care  ? 
*'  What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  can  boaft 
*'  If  all  in  envious  folitude  are  loft  ?  10 

*•«  Where  none  admire  'tis  ufelefs  to  excel  ; 
«'  Where  none  are  beaux  'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle  ; 
«'  Beauty  like  wit  to  judges  fliould  be  ihown  ; 
<='  Both  mioft  are  valu'd  where  they  beft  are  known. 
«<  With  ev'ry  grace  of  nature  or  of  art  1 5 

«'  We  cannot  break  one  ftubborn  country  heart  5 
*<  The  brutes  infenfjble  our  power  defy  : 
<«  To  love  exceeds  a  fquire's  capacity. 
^'  The  town,  the  court,  is  Beauty's  proper  fphere  : 
«'  That  is.  our  heaven,  and  we  are  angels  there  :        zo 
^*  In  that  gay  circle  thoufand  Cupids  rove  ^ 
'«  The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  Love. 
*'  Hovv'  has  my  confcious  heart  with  triumph  glow'd, 
*<  How  have  my  fparkling  eyes  their  tranfport  ihov/'d, 
«'  At  each  diftinguifn'd  biithnight  ball  to  fee  2.5 

*<  The  homage  due  to  empire  paid  to  me  ? 
*'  When  ev'ry  eye  was  fix'd  on  me  alone, 
«•'  And  dreaded  mine  mo^e  than  the  monarch's  frown  5 
'<  When  rival  llatefmen  for  my  favour  ftrove, 
"  Lefs  jealous  in  their  pov/er  than  in  their  love.        30 
•'  Charrg'd  is  the  icene,  and  all  my  glories  die, 
''  Like  lowers  tranfplanted  to  a  colder  flcy  5 
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"  Loft  is  the  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 
**  The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  flaves  complain. 
*'  In  ftupld  indolence  my  life  is  fpent,  3^ 

**  Supinely  calm  and  dully  innocent : 
**  Unbleft  I  wear  my  ufelefs  time  away, 
**  Sleep,  wretched  maid  !  all  night,  and  dream  all  day, 
**  Go  at  fet  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer, 
"  For  dulnefs  ever  muft  be  regular  :  40 

*'  Now  with  mamma  at  tedious  whift  I  play, 
**  Now  without  fcandal  drink  infipid  tea, 
*'  Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air, 
**  Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there. 
"  From  books  to  work  from  work  to  books  T  rove,  45 
*'  And  am,  alas  !  at  leifure  to  improve. 
*^  Is  this  the  life  a  beauty  ought  to  lead  ? 
t'  Were  eyes  lb  radiant  only  made  to  read  ? 
**  Thefe  fingers,  at  whofe  touch  e'en  age  would  glow, 
**  Are  thefe  of  ufe  for  nothing  but  to  few  ?  50 

*'  Sure  erring  nature  never  could  defign 
*'  To  form  a  houfewife  in  a  mould  like  mine! 
**  O  Venus  !  queen  and  guardian  ot  the  fair, 

**  Attend  propitious  to  thy  vot'ry^s  prayer  j 

*'  Let  me  rcvifitthe  dear  tov.'n  again,  55 

<'  Let  me  be  feen  !   Could  I  that  wifh  obtain 

*'  All  other  wiflies  my  own  power  would  gain.""       57 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE. 

IN  FOUR  ECLOGUES, 

UNCERTAINTY.  ECLOGUE  L 
TO  MR.  POPE. 

POPE  !  to  whofe  reed  beneath  the  beechen  fliade     ' 
The  nymph  of  Thames  a  pleas'd  attention  paid. 
While  yet  thy  Mufe,  content  with  humbler  praife. 
Warbled  in  Windfor's  grove  her  Sylvan  lays. 
Though  now  fublimely  borne  on  Homer"" s  wing  5 

Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiets  fhe  fing, 
Wilt  thou  with  me  revilit  once  again 
The  crydal  fountain  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
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Wilt  thou  indulgent  hear  my  verie  relate 

The  various  changes  of  a  lover's  ftate,  lO 

And  while  each  turn  of  paffion  I  puriiie, 

Afk  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  true  ? 

To  the  green  margin  of  a  lonely  wood 
Whofe  penuent  fhades  o'erlook'd  a  filver  flood. 
Young  Damon  came,  unknowing  where  he  ftray'd,  15 
Full  of  the  image  of  the  beauteous  maid 
His  flock  far  off  unfed,  untended  lay. 
To  ev'ry  lavage  a  defencelef^.  prey  j 
No  fenfe  of  intVefl-  could  their  mafter  move. 
And  ev'ry  care  feem'd  trifling  now  but  love :  2© 

Awhile  in  pen  five  fdence  he  remained, 
But  though  his  voice  was  mute  his  looks  complain'd  j 
At  length  the  thoughts  within  his  bofom  pent 
Forc'd  his  unwilling  tongue  to  give  them  vent. 

**  Ye  nymphs  !"  he  cry'd,  "  yeDr)'ads!  who  fo long 
*'  Have  favoured  Damon  and  infpir'd  his  fong,  26 

*''For  whom  retir'd  I  fliun  the  gay  reforts 
*'  Of  Iportful  cities  and  of  pompous  courts, 
"  In  vain  I  bid  the  reftlefs  world  adieu, 
*'  To  leek  tranquillity  and  peace  with  you.  30 

"  Though  wild  Ambition  and  defij-u6live  Rage 
**  No  fa6f  ions  here  can  form,  no  wars  can  wage, 
''  Tho'  Envy  frowns  not  on  your  humble  Ihades, 
"  Nor  Calumny  your  innocence  invades, 
*'  Yet  cruel  Love,  that  troubler  of  the  breaft,  35 

*•'  Too  often  violates  your  boafted  reft  j 
"  With  inbred  llorms  dillurbs  your  calm  retreat, 
•*  And  taints  with  bitternefs  each  rural  iweet. 

"  Ah  lucklefs  day  !  when  firft  with  fond  furprife 
**  On  Delia's  face  I  fix'd  my  eager  eyes,  40 

*'  Then  in  wild  tumults  all'my  foul  was  toft, 
"  Then  realon,  liberty,  at  once  were  loft, 
*'  And  every  wifh,  and  thought,  and  care  was  gone, 
**  But  what  my  heart  employed  on  her  alone. 
"  Then  too  fhe  fmii'd  ^   can  Smiles  our  peace  deftroy, 
**  Thole  lovely  children  of  Content  and  Joy  ?  4.6 

**  How  can  foft  plealure  and  tormenting  woe 
**  From  the  fame  fpring  at  the  fame  moment  flow  ? 
B  i 
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f'  Unhappy  boyi   thefe  vain  inquiries  ceafe, 
"  Thought  could  not  guard  nor  will  rellore  thy  peace  j 
*'  Indulge  the  frenzy  that  thou  muft  endure,  51 

*■'  And  looth  -the  pain  thou  know'il  not  how  to  cure. 
^'  Come,  tiatfring  Memorv  !   and  tell  my  heart 
*•'  How  kind  file  was,  and  v/ith  what  pleafmg  art 
*^  She  ftrove  its  fondeft  wifhes  to  obtain,  c.^ 

*'  Confirm  her  power  and  f?-fer  bind  my  chain. 
*'  If  on  the  green  we  danc'd  a  mirthful  band, 
*'  To  me  alone  (he  gave  her  willing  hand  i 
*'  Her  partial  taite  if  e'er  I  touched  the  lyre 
'*  Still  in  my  fong  found  ibmething  to  admire  j  60 

^'  By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was  crowned, 
*'  By  none  buc  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound  ; 
^*  The  world  that  Damon  was  her  choice  believ'd, 
*'  The  world,  alas !  like  Damon  was  deceiv'd. 
*'  When  lad  I  law  her,  and  declared  my  fire  65 

*'  In  words  as  foft  as  pafTion  could  infpire, 
*'  Coldly  flie  heard,  and  full  of  fcorn  withdrew, 
*'  Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  fweet  adieu. 
*'  The  frighted  hind  who  fees  his  ripen'd  corn 
*'  Up  from  the  roots  by  fudden  tempeil  torn,  70 

'«  Whofe  faireft  hopes  deiiroy'd  and  blalled  lie, 
*'  Feels  not  fo  keen  a  pang  oi  grief  as  I. 
"  Ah!   how  have  I  deferv'd,  inhuman  maid! 
*'  To  have  my  faithful  fervice  thus  repaid  ? 
"  Were  all  the  marks  of  kindnefs  I  received  75 

"  But  dreams  of  joy  that  charmed  me  and  deceiv'd  ? 
^'  Or  did  you  only  nurfe  my  growing  love 
^^  That  with  more  pain  I  might  your  hatred  prove? 
'^'  Sure  guilty  treachery  no  place  could  find 
*'  In  fuch  a  gentle,  fuch  a  gen'rous  mind  ;  So 

"  A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 
"  Could  ne'er  have  learnt  the  arts  of  courts  fo  young : 
"  No  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  feign  d, 
*'  Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain^  j 
'*  'Twas  only  modeily  that  feem'd  difdain,  85 

«  And  her  heart  fuffer'd  when  fhe  gave  me  pain." 

Pleas'd  with  this  flattVing  thought,  the  love-fick  boy 
Felt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  doubtful  joy^ 


-«^»e^wBt 
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Back  to  his  flock  more  cheertul  he  returnM 
When  now  the  letting  fun  more  fiercely  bum'd,       90 
Blue  vapours  roie  along  the  mazy  rills, 
And  Light's  laft  blufhes  ting  d  the  diftant  hills.        94 
HOPE.    ECLOGUE  II. 

TO  Mr.  DODDINGTOK. 

Afterwards  Lord  Mekonthe  Regis. 

HEAR,  Doddington  !  the  notes  that  ihepherds  fing. 
Like  thoie  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  ipring  : 
Nor  Pan  nor  Phoebus  tunes  our  artlels  reeds. 
From  Love  alone  their  melody  proceeds  j 
From  Love  Theocritus  on  Enna's  plains    _  5 

-Learnt  the  wild  iWeetnels  of  his  Doric  ftrains  5 
Young  Maro  touched  by  his  infpiring  dart 
Could  charm  each  ear,  and  foften  ev'ry  heart ; 
Me  too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with  thine 
My  ruftic  pipe  in  pleafing  concert  join*.  10 

Damon  no  longer  fought  the  filent  fhade, 
No  m.ore  In  unfrequented  paths  he  firay'd. 
But  caird  the  fwains  to  hear  his  jocund  fong, 
And  told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

<'  Bleft  be  the  hour,"  he  faid,  "  that  happy  hour, 
«  When  firft  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power  1         16 
«'  Then  gloomy  difcontent  and  pining  care 
«'  Forfook  my  breaft,  and  left  foft  wiihes  there  j 
*'  Soft  whiles  there  they  left  and  gay  defires, 
«  Delightful  languors  and  tranfpordng  tires.  10 

*'  Where  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  fhade 
"  Theie  eyes  firft  gaz'd  upon  the  charming  maid  j 
«<  There  fhe  appear'd  on  that  aufpicious  day 
«  When  fwains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  : 
<«  She  led  the  dance — Heavens  1  with  what  grace  llie 
"mov'd!  -5 

"  Who  could  have  ieen  her  then  and  not  have  lov'd  ? 
^'  I  ftrove  not  to  refift  fo  fweet  a  flame, 
'•'  But  glory'd  in  a  happy  captive's  name, 
•<'  Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  free, 
<'  But  leave  to  brutes  their  favage  liberty.  '  3° 

'  M.-.  Dotldin?ton   had  written  xot:,^  very  pretty  lore  yerfes  T^-iiich  har» 
-.  :!r  t>e«n  DUbiiihsvl.    LyitUtm. 
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"  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth  !  fecure  of  joy  ? 
**  Can  no  reverfe  thy  fiatt'ring  bl'ifs  deftroy  ? 
'*  Has  treacherous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  itore  ? 
"  Or  hall  thou  never  proved  liis  fatal  power  ? 
"  Whence  ilow''d  thofe  tears  that  late  bedjsw'd  thy  cheek? 
*'  Why  fig-h'd  thy  heart  as  If  it  ftrove  to  break  ?         36 
■*'  Why  were  the  defert  rocks  invokM  to  hear 
*'  The  plaintive  accent  of  thy  fad  defpair  ? 
"  From  D£lia''s  rigour  all  thofe  pains  arofe, 
"Delia!  who  now  compafllonates  mywoes,  46 

"  Who  bids  me  hope,  and  in  that  charming  word 
"  Has  peace  andtranfport  to  rnv'-foul  rellorM. 

*'  Begin,  ray  pipe  !  begin  the  gladfome.lay, 
"  A  kifs  from  Delia  fliail  thy  miilic  pay, 
^'  A  kifs  obtainM  'twixt  llruggling  and  confent,       4-5 
''  Given  with  forc'd  anger  and  diiguis'd  content. 
*'  No  laureate  wreaths  1  afic  to  binds  my  brows 
"  Such  as  the  niufe  on  lofty  bards  beitows  ; 
*'  Let  other  fvvains  to  praife  or  fame  afplre, 
"  I  from  her  lips  mv  recompence  require.  50 

''  Why  ilays  my  Delia  in  her  iecret  bower  ? 
*'  Light  gales  have  chas'd  the  late  impending  fhovv'er, 
"  Th'  emerging  fun  more  bright  his  beams  extends, 
**  OpposM  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbov*'  bends, 
*•  Glad  youths  and  maidens  turn  the  new-made  hay, 
**  The  birds  reneA^  their  fongs  on  ev'ry  fpray ;  56 

"Ccmerortn,  my  love  !  thy  fhepherd's  joys  to  crov/n  : 
"  All  nature  fmiles — will  only  Delia  frown  ? 

'-  Hark  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fill  the  plain, 
'*  While  everv  flower  of  ev'ry  fweet  they  drain  :        60, 
*'  See  how  beneath  yon'  hillock's  fhady  fteep 
*•'  The  fhelter'd  herds  on  fiow'ry  couches  fieep : 
"  Nor  bees  nor  herds  are  half  lo  bleft  as  I 
**'  If  with  my  fond  defires  my  love  comply  ; 
"  From  Delia's  lips  a  fweeter  honey  flows,  (>  \ 

'^  And  on  her  bofom  dwells  more  foft  repofe. 

"  Ah  how,  my  dear  I  fhall  I  deferve  thy  charms  i 
'•  What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
*^  A  bird  for  thee  in  filken  bands  I  held, 
^*   Whofe  yeliovv  plu.ms.ge  ihines  jikepnlifc'd  gold  ;  7® 
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*'  From  diftant  Ifles  the  lovely  llranger  came, 

"  And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries'  name  ; 

"  In  all  our  woods  none  boall  lb  Tweet  a  note, 

*'  Not  e'en  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat } 

*'  x'^ccept  of  this,  and  could  I  add  beiide  75 

"  What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide, 

**  If  all  the  gems  in  eatlern  rocks  were  inine, 

*'  On  thee  alone  their  glitt'ring  pride  (hould  fhine : 

*'  But  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  pov/er  to  move, 

*'  Phoebus  hirajelf  fliail  leave  th'  Aonian  grove  j        80 

*'  Tiie  tuneful  nine,  who  never  fue  in  vain, 

*'  Shall  come  Iweet  iuppliants  for  their  fav'rite  fwahi ; 

*'  For  him  each  biue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood, 

*'  For  him  each  green  hair'd  filter  of  the  wood, 

*'  Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray  05 

"  His  mufic  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 

'«  And  you,  fair  nymphs!  companions  of  my  love, 

''  With  whom  fhe  joys  the  cowllip  meads  to  rove, 

"  I  beg  you  recommend  my  faithful  flame, 

*'  And  let  her  often  hear  her  fliepherds  name  :  90 

*'  Shade  all  my  faults  from  her  inquiring  fight, 

*^  And  (liew  my  merits  in  the  fairelt  light  3 

*'  My  pipe  your  kind  afliftance  fliali  repay, 

*'  And  ev'ry  friend  fhall  claim  a  different  lay. 

*'  But  fee  !   in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  fair         95 
•'  Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  breezy  air. 
•'  Ah  !  thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet : 
"  AJleu,  mv  pipe  !   I  go  my  love  to  meet, 
**  O  may  I  find  her  as  we  parted  laft, 
*'  And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  paft !  100 

°'  So  Ihall  the  -.yhitelt  lamb  thefe  paftures  feed, 
•-  Propi'cious  Venus  1  on  thy  altar;,  bleed."'  lox 

JEALOUSY.     ECLOGUE  III. 

TO  MR.  EDWARD  WALPOLE. 

THE  gods,  O  Walpole  !   give  no  blifs  fmcere, 
Wealth  is  difturb'd  by  care  and  power  by  fear. 
Of  all  the  paiHons  that  employ  the  mind 
In  gentle  Io\^  the  fweeteft  joys  we  find, 
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Yet  e^en  thofe  jovs  dire  Jealoufy    molefts,    •  5 

And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breafts. 

O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 

Ne'er  feel  the  fharpnefs  of  his  venomM  dart! 

For  thy  own  quiet  think  thy  miftrefs  jufi:, 

And  wiiely  take  thy  happinefs  on  truft.  10 

Begin,    my  Mufe !  and  Damon's  woes  rehearfe 
In  wildeft  numbers  and  diforderM  verfe. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goats  at  eafe  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  oppreft,  15 

Diftruft  and  anger  laboring  in  his  breail, — 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleafmg  profpecl  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields ; 
Through  thel'e  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorn'd  with  various  tufts  of  rifing  wood  j  20 

Here  half  concealed  in  trees  a  cottage  ftands, 
A  caftle  there  the  op'ning  plain  commands  ; 
Beyond  a  town  with  giitt'ring  fpires  is  crown''d, 
And  diflant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound. 
£0  charming  was  the  fcene,  a  while  the  fwain  25 

Beheld  delighted,  and  forgot  his  pain. 
But  foon  the  flings  infixed  v/ithin  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  raging  (inart: 
His  flQw'ry  wreath  which  long  with  pride  he  wore. 
The  gift  of  Delia,  frem  his  brows  he  tore,  ^o 

Then    cry'd  : — "  May    all    thy  charms,   ungrateful 

"  Maid! 
^'  Like  thefe  negie6led  rofes  droop  and  fade  ! 
*■*  May  angry  heav'n  deform  each  guilty  grace 
*'  That  triumphs  now  in  that  deluding  face  I 
*'  Thofe  alter'd  looks  may  ev'ry  Shepherd  fly,  35 

*'  And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  worfe  than  I ! 

"  Say,  thou  Inconftant !  what  has  Damon  done 
"  To  lofe  the  heart  his  tedious  pains  had  won? 
^'  Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my  rival  find 
*'  Againft  whole  pow'r  no  ties  have  ffrength  to  bind  ? 
**  Has  he  like  me  with  long  obedience  ftrove  41 

**  To  conquer  yourdiidain,  and  merit  lover' 
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*'  Has  he  with  tranlpoi  t  ev'ry  fmile  adofd, 

*'  And  dy'd  with  grief  at  each  ungentle  word  ? 

*'  Ahj  no  !   the  conqueft  was  obtained  with  eale  ;      45 

"  He  pleas'd  you  by  not  ftudying  to  pieal'e  j 

*'  His  carelefs  indolence  your  pride  alamiM, 

«  And  had  he  lov'd  you  more  he  lefs  had  charm'd. 

**  O  pain  to  think  another  {hall  pofiels 
"  Thole  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  prefs  !       50 
*'  Another  on  her  panting  breaft  fhall  lie, 
"  And  catch  iweet  madneis  from  her  fwimming  eye  \ 
"  I  faw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
**  I  faw  them  hand  in  hand  walk  o'er  the  mead  5 
"  Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  funk  in  endleis  night     55 
*•  Ere  I  was'doora'd  to  bear  that  hateful  fight ! 
*'  Where'er  they  pafs'd  be  blafted  ev'ry  flow'r, 
**  And  hungry  wolves  their  helplefs  flocks  devour  I — 
*'  Ah,  wret^ched  fwainl  could  no  examples  move 
"  Thy  heedlefs  heart  to  fliun  the  rage  of  love?  60 

*'  Kaft  thou  not  heard  how  poor  Menalcas*dy'd 
"  A  viftim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
*'  Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuneful  plain, 
*'  Lov'd  by  the  nymphs,  by  Phoebus  lov'd,  in  vain: 
<*  Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Mufes  paid,         65 
**  And  all  things  moum'd  but  the  relentlefs  maid, 
"  Would  I  could  die  like  him  and  be  at  peace  ; 
*'  Thefe  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  ceafe; 
*'  There  my  vex'd  thoughts  a  calm  repofe  would  find, 
"  And  reft  as  if  my  Delia  (till  were  kind.  70 

*•'  No  ;  let  me  live  her  falfehcod  to  upbraid  ; 
*'  Some  god  perhaps  my  juft  revenge  will  aid. — 
''  Alas!  what  aid,  fond  Svv-ain !  would  thou  receive  ? 
"  Could  thy  heart  bear  to  fee  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
*'  Protect  her  heav'n !  and  let  her  never  know  75 

"  The  flighteft  part  of  haplefs  Damon's  woe  : 
*'  I  afk  no  vengeance  from  the  pow'rs  above, 
**  All  I  implore  is  never  more  to  love. — 
"  Let  me  this  fondnefs  from  my  bofom  tear, 
"  Let  me  forget  that  e'er  I  thought  her  fair.  So 

*  see  Mr.  Gay's  Pione. 
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**  Come,  cool  Indifference  !  and  heal  my  bread  5 
*'  Weary'd  at  length  I  leek  thy  downy  relt  .• 
*'  No  turbulence  of  paflion  fhall  deiboy 
^'  My  future  eafe  with  flatt''ring  hopes  of  joy. 
**  Hear,  mighty  Pan  !  and  all  ye  Sylvans !  hear         85 
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"  No  more  my  eyes  fliall  view  her  fatal  charms, 
"  No  more  I'll  court  the  trait'refs  to  my  anus ; 
*'  Not  all  her  arts  my  fteady  foul  fliall  move, 
^^  And  fhe  fliall  find  that  reafon  conquers  love  V      90 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke  v/hen  thro''  the  lawn  below 
Alone  he  law  the  beauteous  Delia  go  j 
At  once  tranfported  he  forgo':  his  vow, 
{Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow!) 
Down  the  fleep  hills  with  ardent  haile  he  fiew : 
He  found  her  kind  and  icon  believed  her  true,  96 

POSSESSION.  ECLOGUE  IV. 

TO  LORD  COBHaM. 

COBHAM !  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whofe  guiding  judgment  gives  mt  fkill  to  iing^ 
Tho'  far  unequal  to  tlioie  polifli'd  drains 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charmed  the  lift'ning  plains. 
Yet  (hall  its  miufic  pleafe  thy  partial  ear,  [dear. 

And  fboth  thy  breail  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Hecal  thole  years  which  time  has  throv/n  behind, 
When  iiniling  Love  with  Honour  fharM  thy  mind. 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  profp''rous  light 
Delighted  lefs  than  one  fuccefsful  night  t  10 

The  fweet  remembrance  fliall  thy  youth  reflore. 
Fancy  again  fhall  run  pall  pleafures  o'er. 
And  while  in  Stowe's  enchanting  walks  you  flray. 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  lumm.er's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  v/ood  15 

To  Venus  rais'd  a  ruftic  altar  ftood  j 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin'd 
in  friendly  league  to  favour  humankind. 
With  wanton  Cupids  in  that  happy  Ihade 
Tht  gentle  Virtues  and  mild  Wifdom  play'd  j         20 
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Nor  there  in  fprighdy  Pleaiure's  genial  train 

Ltirk'd  fick  DHguft  or  late  repenting  Pain, 

Nor  Force  nor  Int'reft  join'd  unwilling  hands. 

But  Love  conlenting  ty'd  the  blilsful  bands. 

Tiiithier  with  glad  devotion  Damon  came,  35 

To  thank  the  pow'rs  who  blels'd  his  faithful  flame; 

Two  milkwhlte  doves  he  on  their  altar  laid. 

And  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid  : 

•'  Hail,  bounteous  God  !   before  whofe  liailow'd  (hrlne 

*'  Mv  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine,  30 

«<  While  glowing  in  her  cheeks  with  tender  love 

<•  S-.veet  virgin  modefty  reluclant  ftrove  ; 

«•  And  hail  to  thee  fair  queen  of  young  defires  ! 

<•  Lor.g;  fhall  my  heart  preferve  thy  pleafmg  fires 

*'  Since  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return,  35 

*'  As  fondly  Ian guifn  and  as  fiercely  bum. 

*'  O  the  dear  bloom  of  laft  propitious  night ! 
*=  O  Ihade  more  charming  than  the  faireft  light ! 
««  Then  in  my  anus  I  clafp'd  the  melting  maid, 
«<  Then  all  mv  pains  one  moment  overpaid  j  4c 

«'  Then  firft  the  fweet  excefs  of  bills  I  prov'd, 
<«  Which  none  can  tafte  but  who  like  me  have  lov'd. 
««  Thou  too,  bright  Goddefs !  once  in  Ida's  grove 
«<  Didft  not  diidain  to  meet  a  (hepherd's  lo've  : 
<«  With  him  while  friiking  lambs  around  you  play'd, 
«'  Conceal'd  you  fported  In  the  fecret  fhade  :  46 

"  Scarce  could  Anchlfes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
<«  And  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  to  thine. 

«*  What  are  ye  novv-  my  once  mod  valu'd  joys  ? 
«'  Infipid  trifles  all  and  childilh  toys. —  50 

<«  Frientinup  itfelf  ne'er  knew  a  charm  like  this, 
<«  Nor  Colin' s  talk  could  pieafe  like  Delia's  kifs. 

"  Ye  Mufes  fkill'd  inev'ry  winning  art, 
«  Teac'i  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart : 
*'  Ye  Nym.phs  !   to  her     your  frelheft  rofes  bring,    55 
**  And  crown  her  with  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring  ; 
«<  On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  j 
*<  May  fne  ne'er  want  nor  ever  lofe  a  friend  ! 
*'  Mav  ibme  new  pleafure  ev'ry  hour  employ, 
"  Bu'/let  her  Damon  'oeher  highelt  joy  !  60 
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**  With  thee  my  Love  !  for  ever  will  I  ilay, 
**  All  night  carefs  thee,  and  admire  all  day  ; 
*'  In  the  lame  field  our  mingled  flocks  we'll  feed, 
*'  To  the  lame  Ipring  our  thirlty  heifers  lead  j 
"  Together  will  we  fnare  the  harveft  toils,  65 

*^  Together  prefs  the  vine's  avitumnal  fpoils. 
*'  Delightful  itate !  where  Peace  and  Love  combine, 
*'  To  bid  our  tranquil  days  unclouded  Ihine ! 
*'  Here  limpid  fountains  roll  thro''  flow'ry  meads, 
*'  Here  riling  forefts  lift  their  verdant  heads,  70 

**  Here  let  me  wear  mycarelefs  life  avtay, 
*<  And  in  thy  arms  inlenlibly  decay. 

*'  When  late  old  age  our  heads  fhall  lilver  o'er, 
*'  And  our  llow  pulfes  dance  with  joy  no  more, 
<<  When  Time  no  longer  will  thv  beauties  fpare,      75 
*'  And  only  Damon's  eye  ihall  think  thee  fair, 
**  Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  death 
"  At  one  foft  loft  ftroke  deprive  us  both  of  breath  ! 
*'  May  we  beneath  one  common  Hone  be  laid, 
*'  And  the  fame  cypreis  both  our  afhes  Ihade !  80 

*'  Perhaps  Ibme  friendly  Mule  in  tender  verfe 
^'  Shall  deign  our  faithlul  paffion  torehearfe, 
"  And  future  ages  with  jult  envy  movM 
"  Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  Delia  lovM."  S4 

BLENHEIM.. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD, 

In  the  Year  1727. 
ARENT  of  Arts !  whole  fkilful  hands  firft  taught 
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The  tow'rlng  pile  to  rife,  and  formed  the  plan 
With  fair  proportion,  Arch ite<5l  divine ! 
Minerva!   thee  to  my  adventurous  lyre 
Affiftant  I  invoke,  that  means  to  fing 
Blenheim,  proud  monument  of  Britifn  fame. 
Thy  glorious  work  !  for  thou  the  lofty  towYs 
Didft  to  his  virtue  rail'e  whom  oft'  thy  ihleld 
In  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wifdom  fteer'd 
Thro'  all  the  ftormsof  war. — Thee  too  I  call 
Thalia  I  fylvan  Mule,  who  lov'ft  to  rove 
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Along  the  fhady  p&ths  and  verdant  bow'rs 
Of  Woodftock's  happy  grove,  there  tuning  fweet 
Thy  rural  pipe,  while  all  the  Dryad  train 
Attentive  liften,  let  thy  warbling  long  i ; 

Paint  with  melodious  praife  the  pleating  fcene. 
And  equal  theie  to  Pindus'  honoured  ihades. 

When  Europe  freed  ccnfers"'d  the  faving  povy'r 
Of  Marlb'rough's  hand,  Britain,  v/ho  fent  him  forth. 
Chief  of  confedVate  hofts  to  fight  the  caufe  ac 

Of  Liberty  and  Juftice,  grateful  raised 
This  palace,  lacred  to  her  leader's  fame  j 
A  trophy  of  fucceis  with  fpoilci  adorned 
Of  conquered  towns,  and  glorying  in  the  name 
Of  that  aufpicious  field  where  ChurchhilTs  fword     25 
Vanquifh'd  the  might  of  Gallia,  and  chaftisM 
Rebel  Bavar. — Majeilic  in  its  ftrength 
Stands  the  proud  dome,  and  Ipeaks  its  great  dellgn. 

Hail,  happy  Chief !  whole  valour  could  defeiTe 
Reward,  fo  glorious!  grateful  Nation  hail !  3c 

Who  paidfl  his  ftrvice  with  fo  rich  a  meed  ? 
Which  moit  ftiall  I  admire,  which  worthiefi  praife, 
The  hero  or  the  people  ?  Honour  doubts, 
And  weighs  their  virtues  in  an  equal  fcale. 
Not  thus  Germania  pays  th'  uncancelTd  debt  35 

Of  Gratitude  to  us. — Blufh  Casfar  !   blufh. 
When  thou  beholdft  thefetow'rs,  Ingrate  !  to  thee 
A  monument  of  fhame  !   Canft  thou  forget 
Whence  they  are  nam'd,  and  what  an  Englifh  arm 
Did  for  thy  throne  that  day  ?  but  we  difdain  40 

Or  to  upbraid  or  imitate  thy  guilt. 
Steel  thy  obdurate  heart  againfl  the  fenfe 
Of  obligation  infinite,  and  know 
Britain,   like  Heav'n,  protecfs  a  thanklefs  world 
For  her  own  glory,  nor  expefts  rev/ard.  45 

Pleas'd  with  the  noble  theme  her  talk  the  Mufe 
PfLufues  untir'd,  and  thro""  the  palace  roves 
With  ever-new  delight.     The  tap'lhy  rich 
With  gold,  and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 
Of  various  coloured  filks,  difposM  with  fkill,  50 

AttravTts  her  curious  eye.     Here  Ifter  rolls 
C 
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His  purple  wave,  and  there  the  Granick  flood 
With  pafTing  fquadrons  foams  ;  here  hardy  Gaul 
Flies  from  the  fword  of  Britain,  there  to  Greece 
Effeminate  Perfia  yields.— In  arms  opposM       '        55 
MarlbVough  and  Alexander  vie  for  fame 
With  glorious  competition,  equal  both 
In  valour  and  in  fortune  ;  but  their  praife  ^ 
Be  different,  for  writh  different  views  they  fought, 
This  to  fobdue,  and  that  to  free  mankind.  69 

Now  thro'  the  {lately  portals  iffuing  forth 
The  Mufe  to  fofter  glories  turns,  and  fceks 
The  woodland  fhade  delighted.  Not  the  vale 
Of  Tempe,  fam'd  in  fong,  or  Ida's  grove. 
Such  beauty  boafts.   Amid  the  mazy  gloom  65 

Of  this  romantic  wildernefs  once  flood 
The  bow'r  of Rofamonda,  haplefs  fair! 
Sacred  to  grief  and  love :  the  cryftal  fount  ^ 
Tn  which  fhe  iis'd  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
Still  warbling  flows,  pleas'd  to  reflect  the  face  70 

Of  Spenfer,  lovely  maid  !  when  tlr'd  flie  fits 
Befide  its  flow'ry  brink,  and  views  thofe  charm.s 
Which  only  Rofamond  could  once  excel. 
But  fee  where  flowing  with  a  nobler  ilream 
A  limpid  lake  of  pureft  waters  rolls  75 

Beneath  the  wide-ftretch'd  arch,  fl:upendous  work! 
Thro'  which  the  Danube  might  colle6led  pour 
His  fpacious  urn  :   fllent  a  while  and  fmooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force 
Broke  and  diforder'd  down  the  deep  it  falls  So 

In  loud  cafcades  ;  the  fdver-fparkling  foam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 
In  thefe  retreats  repos'd  the  mighty  foul 
Of  Churchill,  from  the  toils  of  war  and  ftate 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy  85 

Of  Contemplation  felt,  while  Blenheim's  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renew'd 
The  mem'ry  of  his  fame,  and  footh'd  his  thoughts 
With  pleafmg  record  of  his  glorious  deeds. 
S|0  by  the  rage  of  Fa^ion  home  recall'd  9^ 
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Luc'.illus,  while  he  wag'd  fucceistul  war 

Againil  the  pride  of  Alia  and  the  powV 

Of  Mithiidates,  whole  afpiring  mind 

ho  loiTes  could  fubdue,  enrich'd  with  fpoils 

Of  conquered  nations  back  return'd  to  Rome,  95 

And  in  magnificent  retirement  paft 

The  ev'ning  of  his  life. — But  not  alone 

In  the  calm  /hades  of  honourable  eafe 

Great  MalbVough  peaceful  dwelt,  indulgent  Heav'n 

Gave  a  companion  to  his  ibfter  hours,  xoo 

With  whom  converfmg  he  forgot  all  change 

Ot  fortune  or  of  ftate,  and  in  her  mind 

Found  greatnefs  equal  to  his  own,  and  lov'd 

Himfeit  in  her — Thus  each  by  each  admir'd 

In  mutual  honour  mutual  fondnels  joined  j  105 

Like  two  fair  liars  with  intermingled  light 

In  friendly  union  they  together  Ihone, 

Aiding  each  other's  brightnefs,  till  the  cloud 

Of  night  eternal  quench'd  the  beams  of  one. 

Thee  Churchill ;  liril:  the  mthlefs  hand  of  Death    no 

Tore  from  thy  confort's  fide,  and  calPd  thee  hence 

To  the  fublimer  feats  of  joy  and  love. 

Where  Fate  again  Ihall  join  her  foul  to  thine. 

Who  now,  regardful  of  thy  fame,  ere^ls 

The  column  to  thy  praile,  and  fooths  her  woe          115 

With  pious  honours  to  thv  facred  name 

Immortal.  Lo  1  where  tow'Ving  in  the  height 

Of  yon'  aerial  pillar  proudly  ftands 

Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god  lliblime. 

And  awes  the  fubjefl  plain  :   beneath  his  feet  120 

The  German  eagles  fpread  their  wings  j  his  hand 

Grafps  Viaory,  its  Have.  Such  was'thy  brow 

Majeftic,  fuch  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaul 

Fled  from  thy  frown,  and  in  Danube  fought  124. 

A  refuge  from  thy  fword. — There  where  th.e  iield 

Was  deepeft  ftain'd  with  gore,  on  Hcckilet's  plaiii. 

The  thtatre  of  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'd 

A  meaner  trophy  "by  th''  Imperial  hand  5 

Extorted  gratitude,  which  now  the  rage 

Of  malice  impotent,  befeeming  ill  103 
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A  regal  breaft,  has  levellM  to  the  ground  j 
Mean  Inlult !   this  with  better  aulpices 
Shall  ftand  on  Britifli  earth  to  tell  the  world 
How  Marlb'rougli  fought,  for  whom  and  how  repaid 
His  fervlces.  Nor  fhall  the  conftant  love  135 

Of  lier  who  rais'd  this  monument  be  loft 
In  dark  oblivion  5  that  Oiall  be  the  theme 
Of  future  bards  in  ages  yet  unborn 
Infpir^d  with  Chaucer's  fire,  who  in  thefe  groves 
Firft  tunM  the  Britifli  harp  and  little  deemed  140 

His  humble  dwelling  fhould  the  neighbour  be 
Of  Blenheim,  houfeYuberb  !   to  which  the  throng 
Of  travellers  approaching,  fhall  not  pafs 
His  roof  unnoted,  but  refpe6lful  hail 
V/ith  reverence  due.  Such  honour  does  the  Mufe 
Obtain  her  fav'rites  !— Bat  the  noble  pile  14-6 

(My  theme)  demands  my  voice. — O  Shade  ador'd, 
Marlborough  !  who  now  above  the  ftarry  I'phere 
Dweiril  in  the  palaces  of  heav'n  enthroned 
Among  the  demigods,  deign  to  defend  150 

This  thy  abode-   while  prefent  here  below 
And  facred  (fill  to  thy  immortal  fame. 
With  tutelary  care  :  preferve  it  fafe 
From  Time's  deliroying  hand,  and  cruel  ftroke 
Of  faaious  Envy%  more  relentlefs  rage.  155 

Here  may  long  "ages  hence  the  Britifh  youth. 
When  honour^calls  them  to  the  field  of  war. 
Behold  the  trophies  which  thy  valour  rais'd, 
The  proud  reward  of  thy  fuccefsful  toils 
For  Europe's  freedom  and  Britannia's  fame,  160 

That  iir'd  with  gen'rous  envy,  they  may  dare 
To  emulate  thy  deeds.—  So  fhall  thy  name. 
Dear  to  thy  country,  ftill  infpire  her  fons 
'With  martial  virtue,  and  to  high  attempts 
Excite  their  arms,  till  other  battles  vvon  165 

And  nations  fav'd  new  monuments  require. 
And  other  Blenheims  ihali  adorn  the  land.  167 
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ON  GOOD  HUMOUR. 

WRITTEN  AT  ETON    SCHOOL,    1729. 

TELL  me,  ye  Sons  of  Phoebus  !  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few,  too  few,  polTefs  ? 
A  virtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown. 
And  prudes  who  ijpy  ail  faults  except  their  own, 
Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wife,  5 

Tho'  knaves  abufe  it  and  like  fools  defpile. 
Say,  Wyndham  !  'if  tis  poflible  to  tell. 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  rnoft  excel  ? 
Hard  is  the  queftion,  for  .in  all  you  pleafe ; 
Yet  fure  good  nature  is  your  nobleli:  praife  :  i* 

Secur'd  by  this  your  parts  no  envy  move. 
For  none  can  envy  him  whom  all  muft  love. 
This  magic  pow'r  can  make  ev'n  folly  pleafe  j 
This  to  Pitt's  geniris  adds  a  brighter  grace. 
And  fweetens  ev'ry  charm  in  Caslia's  face.  i^ 

ADVICE  TO  A  LADY,  1731. 

THE  cGunfels  of  a  friend,  Belinda  I  hear, 
Too  roughly  kind  to  pleafe  a  lady's  ear. 
Unlike  the  flatt'ries  of  a  lover's  pen. 
Such  truths  as  women  feldoni  learn  from  men  j 
Nor  think  I  praife  you  ill  when  thus  I  ihow  5 

What  female  vanity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merit's  mine,  to  dare  to  be  fmcere. 
But  greater's  your  fmcerity  to  bear. 

Hard  is  the  fortune  that  your  lex  attends  ; 
Women,  like  princes,  find  few  real  friends  ;•  19 

All  who  approach  them  their  own  ends  purfue : 
Lovers  and  miniftersare  feldom  true  : 
Hence  oft'  from  reafon  heedlefs  Beauty  ftrays. 
And  the  moft  trufted  guide  the  moft  betrays  j 
Hence  by  fond  dreams  of  fancy'd  pow'r  amus'd,       15 
When  moft  ye  tyrannize  you're  moft  abus'd. 

What  is  your  fex's  earl'ieft  lateft:  care, 
Vour  heart's  fupreme  ambition  ? — To  be  fair* 
For  this  the  toilet  ev'ry  thought  employs. 
Hence  all  die  toils  of  drefs  and  all  the  joys,  2d 

C3     . 
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For  this,  hands,  lips,  and  eyes,  are  put  to  fchool. 
And  each  inftrii6led  feature  has  its  rule ; 
And  yet  how  few  have  learnt  when  this  is  giv'n 
Not  to  dilgrace  the  partial  boon  of  heaven  I 
How  tew  with  all  their  pride  of  form  can  move  !       2.5 
How  few  are  lovely  that  are  made  for  love ! 
Do  you,  my  Fair  !  endeavour  to  polTefs 
An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  drefs  j 
Be  that  your  ornament,  and  know  to  pleafe 
By  graceful  Nature's  unafFe61edeafe.  3a 

.  Nor  make  to  dangerous  wit  a  vain  pretence. 
But  wifely  reft  content  with  modeft  feufe, 
Fpr  wit,  like  vi'ine,  intoxicates  the  brain. 
Too  ftrong  For  feeble  women  to  fuftain  j 
Of  thofe  who  claim  it  more  than  half  have  none>        35 
And  half  of  thofe  who  have  it  are  undone. 

Be  ftlU  fuperior  to  your  fex's  arts, 
Nor  think  diflioneily  a  proof  of  parts  : 
For  you  theplaineft  is  the  wifeft  rule, 
**  A  cunning  woman  is  a  knavifh  fool."  40 

Be  good  yourfelf,  nor  think  another's  fliame 
Can  raife  your  merit  or  adorn  your  fame. 
Prudes  rail  at  whores,  as  llatefmen  in  difgrace 
At  minifters,  becaufe  they  wlfh  their  place. 
Virtue  is  amiable,  mild,  ierene,  45 

Without  ail  beauty,  and  ail  peace  within  j 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  ftorm  j 
'Tis  ugiinefs  in  its  moil  frightful  form  ; 
Fiercely  it  ftraids  defying  gods  and  men. 
As  iiery  moni^cers  guard  a  giant's  den.  50 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great  5 
A  woman's  nobleft  ftation  is  retreat  j 
Her  faireil  virtues  fly  from  public  fight, 
Domeftic  worth,  that  Ihuns  too  ftiong  a  light. 

To  rougher  man  Am.bition's  talk  reagn  j  55 

'Tis  ours  in  ienates  or  in  comts  to  fliine. 
To  labour  for  a  funk  corrupted  ftate, 
Or  dare  the  rage  of  envy,  and  be  great. 
One  only  care  your  gentle  bresit  fhould  move  j 
Th'  important  buiinefs  of  your  life  is  love  :  60 
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To  this  great  point  direct  your  conftant  aim. 
This  makes  your  happinels,  and  this  your  fame. 

Be  never  cool  relerve  with  paflion  ioinM  5 
With  caution  chuie,  but  then  be  fondly  kind. 
The  feliifti  heart  that  but  by  halves  is  given,  65 

Shall  find  no  place  in  Love's  delightful  heaven  j 
Here  fweet  extremes  alone  can  truly  biefs  : 
The  virtue  of  a  lover  is  excefs. 

A  maid  unaik'd  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame  j 
Not  loving  firft  but  loving  wrong  is  fiiame.  70 

Contemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain, 
Nor  think  that  conquell  julHfies  dildain  : 
Short  is  the  period  of  inluking  power; 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  vengeful  horn-. 
Soon  will  refume  the  empire  which  he  gave,  7  5 

And  foon  the  tyrant  fliall  become  the  (lave. 

Bled  is  the  maid  and  worthy  to  be  bleil, 
Whofe  Ibul  entire  by  him  flie  loves  poffeft. 
Feels  ev'ry  yanity  in  fondnefs  loft, 
And  alks  no  power  but  that  of  pleafmg  moft  :  So 

Her's  is  the  blifs  in  juft  return  to  prove 
The  honeft  warmth  of  undiffcnibied  love  j 
For  her  inconftant  man  might  ceafe  to  range,' 
And  gratitude  f jrbid  defire  to  change. 

But  left  harili  c:ire  the  lover's  peace  deftroy,  S5 

And  roughly  blight  the  tender  buds  of  Joy, 
Let  leafon  teach  what  pailion  fain  would  hide. 
That  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  fliould  bety'd. 
Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crovv'n 
If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  ;  90 

Soon  will  the  flattering  dream  of  blifs  be  o'er. 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more  : 
Then  vv'aking  to  the  fenfe  of  b.fting  pain 
With  mutual  tears  the  nuptial  couch  they  ftain. 
And  that  fond  love  which  fhould  afford  relief  95 

Does  but  increaie  the  anguifli  of  their  grief, 
While  both  could  eafier  their  own  Ibrrows  bear 
Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care. 

Yet  may  you  rather  feel  that  virtuous- pain. 
Than  fell  your  violated  charms  for  gain,"  i  s-o 
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Than  wed  the  wretch  whom  you  defpiie  or  hate 
For  the  vain  glare  of  ufelefs  wealth  or  ftate. 
The  moft  abandouM  proftitutes  are  they 
Who  not  to  love  but  av'rice  falls  a  prey  : 
Nor  aught  avails  the  fpecious  name  of  wife  j  105 

A  maid  fo  wedded  is  a  whore  for  life. 

E>n  in  the  happleft  choice,  where  fav'ring  heaven, 
Has  equal  love  and  eafy  fortune  given, 
Think  not  the  hufband  gain'd  that  all  i:  done  j 
The  prize  of  happinefs  muft  IHII  be  won  j  no 

And  oft  the  carelefs  find  it  to  their  coft 
The  lover  in  the  hufband  may  be  loft  : 
The  Graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure  ; 
They  and  the  Virtues  meeting  muft  fecure. 

Let  e'en  your  prudence  wear  the  pleafmg  drefs     115 
Of  care  for  him  and  anxious  tendernefs. 
From  kind  concern  about  his  weal  or  v/oe 
Let  each  domeft-ic  duty  feem  to  flow. 
The  houfhold  fceptre  if  he  bids  you  bear, 
Make  it  your  pride  his  fervant  to  appear  :  120 

Endearing  thus  the  common  afts  of  life 
The  raiftrefs  ftill  fhall  charm  him  In  the  v^ife, 
And  wrinkled  age  fhall  unobferv'd  come  on 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gone  ; 
E'en  o'er  your  cold,  your  ever-facred  urn,  1 25 

His  conftant  fiam-e  fhall  unextinguifh'd  burn. 

Thus  I,  Belinda!  would  your  charms  improve. 
And  form  your  heart  to  all  the  arts  of  love  : 
The  tafk  were  harder  to  fecure  my  own 
Againft  the  power  of  thofe  already  known,  139 

For  well  you  twift  the  lecret  chains  that  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  captivated  mind, 
SkilpQ  ev'ry  foft  attraftion  to  employ, 
£ac  h  flatt'ring  hope  and  each  alluring  joy. 
I  your  own  genius,  and  from  you  receive 
The  rules  of  pleafing  which  to  you  I  give.  1 36 
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VERSES 

Wntten  at  Mr.  Pope's  Houje  at  Tivickenham^  ivhich  he  bad  lent  to 
Mrs.  Greville,  in  Auguji  1735. 

GO,  Thames  !   and  tell  the  buiy  town. 
Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Could  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  cro\\Ti 
Thy  loiral  liow'ry  fide  ;  4 

II. 
Thy  flow-ry  fide,  where  Pope  has  plac'd 
The  mules'  green  retreat. 
With  ev'ry  finile  of  nature  grac'd. 
With  evVy  art  complete.  8 

III. 
But  now,  fweet  bard  !  thy  heavenly  fong 
Enchants  us  here  no  more. 
Their  darling  glory  loft  too  long 
Thy  once  lov'd  Ihades  deplore.  la 

IV. 
Yet  ftlll  for  beauteous  Greville's  fake. 
The  mules  here  remain  ; 
GrevilJe!  whofe  eyes  have  power  to  make 
A  Pope  of  ev'ry  iwain.  16 

xVN  IRREGULAR  ODE, 

WRITTEN  AT  WICKHAM  IN   1746, 
To  Mifs  Fortejcue. 

YE  fylvan  fcenes  with  artlefs  beauty  gay. 
Ye  gentle  (hades  of  Wickham  !  fay 
What  is  the  charm  that  each  Ibcceffive  year 
Which  fees  rae  with  my  Lucy  here. 
Can  thus  to  my  tranfported  heart  5 

A  fenfe  of  joy  unfelt  before  impart  ? 

IL 
Is  it  glad  fum.mer's  balmv  breath,  that  blows 
From  the  fair  jefs ""mine  and  the  bluOiing  rofe  ? 
Her  balmv  breath  and  all  her  blooming" ftore 
Of  rural  blifs  was  here  before  ;  10 

Oft  have  I  met  her  on  the  verdant  fide 
GF  Norwood  hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads 
Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads. 
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Array'd  in  all  her  flcw'ry  pride  ; 

No  iweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield,  15 

No  brighter  colours  paint  th' enamellM  field. 

III. 
Is  it  to  Love  thofe  new  delights  I  owe  ? 
Four  time  has  the  revolving  fun 
His  annual  circle  through  the  zodiac  run, 
Since  all  that  Love's  indulgent  power  2® 

On  favour'd  mortals  can  bellow 
Was  glvn  me  in  this  aufpicious  bower.  \ 

ly. 

Here  firft  my  Lucy,  fweet  in  virgin  chamis, 

Was  yielded  to  my  longing  arms  j 

And  round  our  nuptial  bed  45 

Hov'ring  wirli  purple  wings  th""  Idalian  boy 

Shock  from  his  radiant  torch  the  blifsful  fires 

Of  innocent  defires, 

While  Venus  fcatter'd  myrtles  o'er  her  head. 

Whence  then  this  ftrange  increafe  of  joy  ?  3  d 

He,  only  he,  can  tell,  who  matched  like  me, 

(If  fuch  another  happy  man  there  be) 

Has  by  his  own  experience  try'd 

How  much  the  wife  is  dearer  than  the  bride.  34 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  SAME  LADY. 

^MONODY,  A.D.  1747/ 

"  Ipfe  C3va  folans  segrum  teftudine  amorem, 
"  Te  dulcis  conjux,  te  folo  in  littore  feci^m, 
*'  Te  vinienti  die,  te  decedente  canabat." 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  ev'iy  human  eye, 
From  ev'ry  duty,  ev'ry  care, 
That  in  my  mourriful  thoughts  might  claim  a  fhait. 
Or  force  my  tears  their  flowing  ftrearn  to  dry, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  this  embowering  fhade,  5 

This  lone  retreat  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burdened  heart  relief. 
And  pour  forth  all  my  ftores  of  grief  j 
Of  grief  lurpaifing  ev'iy  other  woe, 
Far  as  the  pureft  biifs  the  happleil  love  i« 

Can  on  tlie  ennobled  mind  bellow 
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Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grofs  defires  inelegant  and  low. 

II. 
Ye  tufted  groves  !  ye  gently  falling  rills  ! 
Ye  high  o'erlhadowing  hills  !  i* 

Ye  lawns  !  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  green. 
Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen  ! 
But  never  ihall  you  now^behold  her  more, 
Nor  will  file  now  v/lth  fond  delight 
And  talle  refined  your  rural  charms  explore  :  20 

Closed  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes,  where  beaming  us'd  to  ftiins 
Reaibn's  pure  light  and  Virtue's  fpark  divine. 

III. 
Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 
To  hear  her  heavenly  voice  ;  2  r 

For  her  deipiling  when  fhe  deign'd  to  fmo- 
The  fweeteft  fongflcrs  of  the  fpring, 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more. 
The  nightingale  was  m^ute. 

And  ev'ry  fliepnerd's  flute  30 

Was  caft  in  filent  fcorn  avv'-ay. 
While  all  attended  to  her  fweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets  !  now  refume  your  fong. 
And  thou,  melodious  Philomel ! 

Again  thy  plaintive  ilorv  tell,  35 

For  death  has  llopt  that  tuneful  tongue 
Whole  mufic  could  alone  vour  warbling  notes  excel, 

iv. 

In  vain  I  look  around 

O'er  all  the  well  known  ground 

^-ly  Lucy's  wonted  footfteps  to  defcry,  40 

Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk. 

Where  oft  in  tender  talk 

We  faw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  ficy  j 

Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide. 

Nor  where  its  waters  glide  4^ 

Along  the  valley  can  Ihe  now  be  found. 

la  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profped's  ample  bound 

No  more  my  mournful  eys 
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Can  aught  of  her  efpy 
But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relics  lie.       <;o 

V. 
O  fhades  of  Haorley  !  where  is  now  3-our  boafl  ? 
Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  fhe  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wifh  to  fliine. 
The  pomp  of  cities  and  the  pride  of  courts  :  55 

Her  modeft  beauties  fhunn'd  the  public  eye  : 
Xo  your  fequefter'd  dales 
And  flov/er-embroider'd  vales 
From  an  admiring  world  flie  chofe  to  fly  ; 
With  nature  there  retir'd  and  nature's  God  \  60 

The  Tilent  paths  of  wifdom  trod, 
And  baniilrd  ev'ry  paffion  from  her  breaft. 
But  thofe,  the  gentleft  and  the  beft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve,  65 

The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love. 

VI. 
Sweet  babes  !  who  like  the  little  playful  fawns 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  fide, 

Who  now  your  infant  fteps  fhall  guide  ?  70 

Ah  !  where  is  no\y  the  hand  whofe  tender  care 
To  ev'ry  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth. 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of  truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair ! 

O  wretched  father  !  left  alone  ye 

To  v/eep  their  dire  misfortune  and  thy  own ! 
How  fliall  thy  weaken'd  m.ind,  opprefs'd  with  woe. 
And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe, 
Now  fhe,  alas  I  is  gone,  go 

Trora  folly  and  from  vice  their  helplefs  acre  to  fave  ? 

VII. 
Where  were  ye,  Mufes  !  when  relentlefs  fate 
From  thefe  fond  arms  your  fair  difciple  tore. 
From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  fti-ove 
\Vith  haplefs  ineffeduai  love  ?5 
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To  guptrd  her  bofoni  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 
Could  not  yourt'avVing  power,   Aonian  maids  ! 
Could  not,  alas!  your  power  prolong  her  date, 
From  whom  lb  oft  in  thefe  inlpiring  fliades, 
Or  under  Campdcn's  mofaclad  mountains  hoar,        90 
You  opcnd  all  your  facred  ftore. 
Whatever  vour  ancient  fages  taught, 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought. 
And  bad  her  raptur'd  breall  with  all  your  fpirlt  glow  ? 

VIII. 
Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain,  95 

Or  Aganippe's  fount,  your  Iteps  detain, 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  you  play. 
Nor  then  on  Mincio's*  bank, 
Befet  with  ofiers  dank, 

Nor  where  Clitumnus-j-  rolls  his  gentle  ftream,        100 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods 
Steep  Anio|  pours  his  floods. 
Nor  yet  where  iMelesJi  or  IlulTus^  ilvay. 
JU  does  it  now  befeem 

That  of  your  guardian  care  bereft  105 

To  dire  dlfeafe  and  deatli  vour  darling  fnould  be  left. 

IX. 
Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom. 
When  light  fantaftic  toys 

Are  all  her  fex's  joys,  '  109 

With  you  fhe  fearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  ail  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  ennilate  her  ancient  pvaile 
Italians  happy  genius  could  produc-e. 
Or  what  the  Gallic  tire 

Brignt  fparkling  could  infpire,  115 

By  all  the  graces  tempered  and  refin'd, 
Or  what  in  Britain's  iflc, 
Moll  favoured  with  your  fmile, 

•  The  Mincio  runs  by  Mantua,  the  birth  plsce  of  Virg;i, 

f  The  Clitumnus  is  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  refidence  of  Prapertius. 

I  The  Anioruns  through  Tiber  or  Trivoli,  where  Horace  had  a  villa. 

II  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  fr-)iiiwh«nca  Homer,  fuppoffd  to  be  byrn 
rn  it  bank;,  is  called  Melefigenes. 

^  The  liiiTjs  is  a  riser  at  .Athens. 
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The  powers  of  reafon  and  of  fancy  join'd 
To  full  pc:rfe6lion  have  confpiv'd  to  raife  ?  120 

Ah  !  v/hat  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  all  thei'e  trealures  thatenrlch'd  her  mind, 
To  black  Oblivion's  ffloom  for evernow confign'd  ? 

X.  ^ 

At  leaft,  ye  Nine !  her  fpotlefs  name 
'Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave,  125 

And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  fame 
With  golden  chara6lers  her  worth  engrave. 
Come  then,  ye  virgin  fifters  !  come, 
And  ftiew  with  choiceft  flowers  her  hallow'd  tomb  ; 
But  foremtft  thou,  in  fable  veilment  clad,  130 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad. 

Thou,  plaintive  mufe!   whom  o'er  his  Laura's  um 
Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn, 
O  come  !   and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  more  impaffion'd  tear,  a  more  pathetic  lay.         135 

XI. 
Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  brighten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar  grace  ! 
How  eloquent  in  ev'ry  look 

Through  her  expreffive  eyes  her  foul  diftlniSlly  fpoke  ! 
Tell  how  her  manners  by  the  world  refin'd  140 

Left  all  the  taint  of  modifh  vice  behind. 
And  made  each  charm  of  polifh'd  courts  agree 
With  candid  Truth's  fimplicity 
And  unconupted  Innocence ! 

Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe  145 

•She  join'd  the  foft'ning  influence 
Of  more  than  female  tendernefs ! 
How  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy, 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others  gooddeftroy. 
Her  kindly  melting  heart  i  .-q 

To  ev'ry  want  and  ev'ry  woe, 
To  guilt  itfelf,  when  in  diftrefs, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  imipart, 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  beflow ! 
E'en  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  life  155 

Beneath  the  bloody  knife 
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Her  gentle  tears  would  fall. 
Tears  from  iweet  Virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  alll 

XII. 
Not  only  good  and  kind, 

But  (Irong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  j  i6o 

A  fpiriL  that  with  noble  pride 
Could  look  iuperior  dov/n 
On  Fortune's  Imile  or  frown  j 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
To  Virtue's  lowdt  duty  facrifice     _  i^S 

Or  int'reft  or  ambition's  higheft  prize  j 
That  injur'd  or  offc;nded  never  try'd 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain, 
But  by  magnanimous  difdain; 

A  wit  that  temperately  bright  170 

With  inoffenfive  light 
All  plealing  fhone,  nor  ever  paft 
The  decenrbounds  that  Wildom's  foberhand. 
And  fweec  Benevolence's  mild  command. 
And  bafhful  Modefty,  before  it  caft }  1 75 

A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv'd, 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd,^ 
That  fcorn'd  unjull  Sufcpic ion's  coward  fear. 
And  without  wtaknefs  knew  to  be  fincere  ! 
Such  Lucy  was  when  in  her  faireft  days,  iSo 

AmidlL  th'  acclaim  of  univerfal  praife. 
In  lire's  and  glory's  fi-eilieft  bloom. 
Death  came  remorielefs  on  and  funk  her  to  the  tomb. 

XIII. 
So  where  the  fiient  ftreams  of  Lirls  glide 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  Campania's  vale,  185 

When  now  the  wintry  tempefts  all  are  fled 
And  genial  fummer  breathes  her  gentle  gale. 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head. 
From  ev'ry  branch  the  balmy  flow'rets  rile. 
On  ev'ry  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen,  190 

With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  iiniling  fkies, 
The  wood-nymph i  tend  iand  th'  Idali'^n  queen. 
But  in  the  midftof  all  its  blooming  pride 
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A  iudden  blaft  trom  Appenninus  blows 
Cold  with  perpetual  Ihows,  195 

The  tender  plighted  plant  fhrinks  up  Its  leaves  and  dies. 

XIV. 
Arife,  O  Petrarch  !   from  th' Elyfian  bowers 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd. 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flowers. 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd  j  see 

Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  fiiver  lyie, 
TunM  by  the  fkilful  hand 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire, 
With  which  o'er  many  a  land 

Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  dlfailrous  love  ^      ---     20-5 
To  me  refign  the  vocal  Ihell, 
And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 
Their  m.elancholy  tale  i'o  well 

As  may  e'en  things  inanimate,  209 

Rough  mountain  oaks  and  defert  rocks  topltv  move. 

XV. 
What  were,  alas  !   thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine  ? 
To  thee  thy  miftrefs  in  the  blifsful  band 
Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand  ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine. 
In  thy  domeftic  care  2. 1 5 

She  never  bore  a  (hare. 
Nor  with  endearing  heart 
Would  heal  thy  woimded  art 
Of  evVy  fecret  grief  that  fell er'd  there  ; 
Nor  did  her  fond  aflFeclion  on  the  bed  2  zo 

Of  licknefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  night;-  on  her -j  aweary 'd  arm  fullain. 
And  charm  away  the  fenlc  of  pain  j 
Nor  did  (he  crown  your  hiutual  fiame  224 

With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name. 

XVI. 
O  befl:  of  wives  !   O  dearer  far  to  me 
Than  when  thy  virgin  charms 
Were  yielded  to  my  arms ! 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee  ' 
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How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  delert  grown,  zjo 

Abandoned  and  alone 

Without  niy  f-.veet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

WithouL  thy  lovely  I'raiie, 

The  dear  reward  of"  ev''ry  virtuous  toil. 

What  pleailires  now  can  pall'd  Ambidon  give  ?      235 

E'en  the  deHghtful  fenfe  ot  weli-earn'd  praife     [raife. 

Unihar'd  by  t.hee  no  more  rav  iitelefs  thoughts   could 

XVII. 
For  my  diftrafled  mind 

What  iuccour  can  I  find  ? 

On  whom  for  coniblatiou  fhall  I  call  ?  240 

S'jpport  me  ev>y  friend, 

Your  kind  afliltance  lend 

To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreflive  woe. 

Alas  !  each  friend  of  miae. 

My  dear  departed  love  !  fo  much  was  thine,  245 

That  none  has  any  co'iifort  to  bellow. 

My  books,   the  beil  relief 

In  ev'ry  other  grief, 

Are  now  wiih  your  idea  fadden'd  all : 

Each  favVite  author  v/e  together  read  250 

My  tortur'd  meiu'ry  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy  dead, 

XvIII. 
We  were  the  happie-H:  pair  of  human  kind . 
The  roiling  year  its  v^.rying  courfe  performed, 
And  back  returned  again, 

Anotlier  and  another  fmiling  came,        ^  255 

And  faw  our  happinefs  uncnang'd  remain  : 
Srili  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  concord  did  our  wiili-  s  bind, 
Our  ftudies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 
O  fatal  fatal  ftroke  1 

That  all  this  pleafmg  fabric  Love  had  raised 
Of  rare  felicity, 

On  which  e'en  wanton  vice  with  envy  gazM, 
And  evVy  Icheme  of  blifs  our  hearts  had  form'd 
With  foothing  hope  for  many  a  future  day,  26  j'. 

In  one  fad  moment  broke  ! 
Yet,  Q  my  foul !  thy  rifmg    urmurs  (lay, 
I>3 
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Nor  dare  th'  all-wile  Difpofer  to  arraign, 

Or  againft  his  iupreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain.  270 

That  all  thy  full-blown  joys  at  once  fhould  fade 

Was  his  moll  righteous  will — and  be  that  willobey'd. 

XIX. 
Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  control, 
And  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fm  and  pain 
Her  pure  exalted  foul  275 

Unjuftly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  grov'ling  mind  to  raife 
Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthroned  Ihe  now  with  piiv  fees  z^o 

How  frail,  how  iniecure,  how  flight, 
Is  ey'ry  mortal  blifs  j 
E^n  love  itfelf,   if  rlilng  by  degrees 
Bevond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfe^l  ftate, 
Whole  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  muft  end,  285 

It  does  not  to  its  fov'reign  good  afcend. 
Rite  then,  my  foul  I   with  hope  elate, 
And  feek  thafo  regions  of  lerene  delight 
Whofe  peaceful  path  and  ever  open  gate 
No  feet  but  thoie  of  harden'd  guilt  fliall  mifs  j        29© 
There  Death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fliail  reftore, 
There  yield  up  all  his  power  e"er  to  divide  you  more. 

VIRTUE  AND  FA>.IE. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EGREMONT. 

VIRTUE  and  Fame  the  other  day 
HappenM  to  crofs  each  other's  way  j 
Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye,  Madame  Fame  I 
*^  Yo\ir  la^yfliip  is  much  to  blame  j 
*'  Jove  bids  you  always  wait  on  me,  5 

*'  And  yet  your  face  I  feldora  fee  j 
''  The  Paphian  queen  employs  your  tmmpet, 
"  And  bids  itpraile  fome  handforae  ftrumpct, 
*'  Or  thund'riag  thro'  the  rank?  of  war, 
'-  Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car."  xq 
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SaithFame,  "  Dear  Madam  I  proteft 
*'  I  never  find  mvlelf  lb  bleft 
"  As  when  I  humbly  wait  behind  you  j 
*<  But  'tis  lb  mighty  hard  to  find  you, 
**  In  luch  oblcure  retreats  you  lurk,  15 

*'  To  feek  you  is  an  endlefs  work." 

"  Well,"  aniwer'd  Virtue,  "  I  allow 
"  Youi-  plea  ;   but  hear,  and  mark  me  naw. 
"  I  know,   (without  oifence  to  others) 
*'  I  know  the  beft  of  wives  and  mothers,  20 

**  Who  never  pals'd  an  uleleis  day 
*'  In  Ibandal,  gofliping,  or  play, 
*'  Whole  modeft-  wit  chaflis'd  by  Icnle 
*'  In  lively  cheerful  innocence, 

*'  Whole  heart  nor  envy  knows  nor  fpite,  15 

**  Whole  duty  is  her  fole  delight, 
'*'  Nor  rul'd  by  whim  nor  Have  to  fai1\ion, 
*'  Her  parents' joy,  her  hufoand's  palTion." 

Fame  finil'd,  and  anfwer'd  ;   '*  On  my  life 
*'  This  is  fome  country  parlbn's  wife,  30 

*'  Who  never  law  the  Court  nor  Town, 

*'  Whole  face  is  homely  as  her  gown, 

*'  Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — " 
*'  No,  Madam,  no, — you're  much  miftaken — 

*'  I  beg  you'll  let  me  let  you  right —  35 

**  'Tis  one  with  ev'ry  beauty  bright, 

*'  Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  poliili'd  art 

**  That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart  j 

"  'Tis  the  moil  celebrated  toalt 

"  That  Britain's  fpacious  illecan  boaft  :  40 

*'  'Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  dame, 

*'  'Tis  Egremont — Go  tell  it  fame." 

ADDITION  EXTEMPORE, 

BY  EARL   HARDWICKE. 

FAME  heard  with  pleafure — ftraight  reply'd, 
"  Firft  on  my  roll  ftands  Wyndham's  bride  j 
*'  My  trumpet  oft  I've  rais'd  to  found 
"  Her  modeii  praife  the  world  around,  4 
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<•  But  notes  were  wanting. — Canft  thcu  find 
*'  A  Mule  to  fmg  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
*'  Believe  me  I  can  name  but  one, 
**  A  friend  of  your's — 'tis  Lyttleton."  8 

LETTER  TO  EARL  HARDAVICKE, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 
MY  LORD, 

A  THOUSAND  thanks  to  your  Lordihip  for  your 
Addition  to  my  verfes.  If  you  can  write  fucK 
extempore^  it  is  well  for  other  poets  that  you  chole  to 
be  Lord  Chancellor  rather  than  a  Laur-eate.  They 
explain  to  m.e  a  vlhon  I  had  the  night  before. 

Methought  I  law  before  my  feet. 
With  countenance  ferene  and  fweet. 
The  Mufe  who  in  my  youthful  days 
Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carelefs  lays  ; 
She  fmil'd,  and  faid,  "  Once  more  I  fee  5 

*'  My  fugitive  returns  to  m.e  j 
"  Long  hkd  I  loll  you  from  my  bovv'r, 
**  You  fcorn'd  to  own  my  gentle  powY  ; 
"  With  me  no  more  your  genius  fported, 
**  The  grave  hiiloric  Mule  you  courted,  lo 

*'  Or  rais'dfrom  earth  with  (training  eyes, 
*•  Purfu'd  Urania  thro'  the  Ikies  ; 
*'  But  now  to  my  forfaken  track 
*'  Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back  : 
"  Norblufti  by  her  and  Virtue  led,  15 

*'  That  ibft,  that  pleahng  path  to  ti'ead  j 
"  For  there  beneath  to-morrow's  ray 
"  E'en  Wiidom's  felf  fhall  deign  to  play. 
•'  Lo!   to  my  flow'ry  groves  and  fprings 
**  Her  fav'rite  fon  the  goddefs  brings  zo 

*•  The  councils  and  the  fenate's  guide, 
**  Law's  oracle,  the  nation's  pride  j 
*'  He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join 
**  Infmging  Wyndham's  charms  divine  j 
**  To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays,  a  J 

**  E'en  the^,  my  Friend  1   he  deigns  to  praife. 
**  Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 
'*  His  fame  with  burgeis  o.-  with  c'lt  j 
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*'  For  fvire  one  line  from  luch  a  bard 
"  Virtue  would  think  her  bell  reward."  '_,© 

HYMN  TO  ELIZA. 

MADAM,  before  your  feet  I  lay 
i  his  ode  upon  your  wedding  day, 
The  firft  indeed  I  ever  made, 
For  writing  odes  li  not  my  trade  : 
My  head  is  full  of  houfehold  cares  5 

And  neccffary  dull  affairs  ; 
Bcfides  that  Ibmetimes  jealous  frumps 
V/iU  put  me  into  doletul  dumps, 
And  then  nu  clown  beneath  the  Iky 
Was  e'er  more  ungallant  than  I:  10 

For  you  alone  I  now  think  fit 
To  turn  a  poet  and  a  wit — 
For  you,  whole  charms  I  know  not  how 
Have  pow'r  to  fmooth  my  wrinkled  brow. 
And  make  me,  tho'  by  nature  ftupld,  15 

As  brifk  and  as  alert  as  Cupid. 
Thele  obligations  to  repay. 
Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day 
Shall  with  the  circling  years  return, 
For  you  my  torch  (hail  brighter  burn  ao 

Than  when  vou  fiilt  my  pow'r  ador'd, 
Nor  will  I  call  mylelf  your  Lord. 
But  am  (as  witnels  this  my  hand) 
Your  humble  lervant  at  command.  Hymen. 

Dear  Child  !   let  Hymen  not  beguile  25 

You,  vi'ho  are  luch  a  judge  of  llyle. 
To  think  that  he  thefe  verfes  made 
Without  an  abler  penman's  aid  ; 
Obferve  them  well,  you'll  plainly  fee 
That  ev'ry  line  was  writ  by  me.  Cupid. 

ON  READING  MISS  CARTER'S  POEMS. 

IN  MANUSCRIPT. 

SUCH  Were  the  notes  that  ilruck  the  wond'rlng  er.r 
Of  fdent  Night,  when  on  the  verdant  banks 
t)f  Slice's  hallow'd  brook  celeftlal  harps, 
According  to  fcraphic  voices  lung 
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"  Glory  to  God  on  high,  and  on  earth  5 

«'  Peace  and  goodwiirto  men  !'"•— Refume  the  lyre, 
Chantrefs  divine  !  and  ev'ry  Bri'.on  call 
Its  melody  to  hear — fo  fliall  thy  ilrains, 
More  povv'rful  than  the  long  of  Orpheus,  tame, 
The  favage  heart  of  brutal  Vice,  and  bend  10 

At  pure  Religion's  /hrine  the  ftubborn  knees 
Of  bold  Impiety, — Greece  fhall  no  more 
Of  Lefbian  Sappho  boaft,  whofe  wanton  Mufe 
Like  a  falle  Siren,  while  (he  charmM,  feduc'd 
To  guilt  and  ruin.     For  the  facred  head  15 

Of  Britain's  poerefs  the  Virtues  twine     ^ 
A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden's  grove 
Unfading  gathered,  and  direct  the  hand 
Of to  fix  it  on  her  brows.  19 

MOUNT  EDGECUMBE. 

THE  Gods  on  thrones  celeftial  feated. 
By  Jove  with  bowls  of  neftar  heated, 
All  on  Mount  Edgecumbe  turn'd  their  eyes  : 
"  That  place  is  mine,"  great  Neptune  cries  j 
*'  Behold  huw  proud  o'er  all  the  main  5 

'•'  Thofe  ftauely  turrets  feem  to  reign! 
*'  No  views  fo  grand  on  earth  you  fee  ! 
*'  The  mailer  too  belongs  to  me  ; 
"  I  grant  him  my  domain  to  ftiare  j 
^'  I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear."  10 

*'  The  fea  is  your's  but  mine  the  land,'' 
Pallas  replies.  "  By  me  were  plann'd. 
"  Thofe  tcw'rs,  that  hofpltal,  thofe  docks, 
*'  That  fort  which  crowns  thofe  illand  rocks  : 
*'  The  lady  too  is  of  my  choir,  IS 

*'  I  taught  her  hand  to  touch  the  lyre, 
*'  With  ev'ry  charm  her  mind  I  graced, 
"  I  gave  her  prudence,  knowle^lge,  taftc." 
*'  Hoi  J,  Madam  !"   interrupted  Venus, 
*'  The  lady  rauft  be  fhar'd  between  us  j  IQ 

'*  And  furely  mine  is  yonder  grove, 
*'  So  fiae,  i'o  dark,  fo  fit  for  love. 
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"  Trees  fuch  as  in  th'  Idalian  glade 
"  Or  Cyprian  lawn  my  palace  Inade." 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came,  25 

Each  nymph  alledg'd  her  lawful  claim. 

But  Jove,  to  finifli  the  debate, 
Thus  Ipoke,  and  what  he  fpeaks  is  fate : 
*'  Nor  god  nor  goddefs  great  or  fmall 
*'  That  dwelling  his  or  her's  may  call, 
"  I  made  Mount  Edgecumbe  tor  you  all."  3 1 

INVITATION. 

TO  THE  DOWAGER  DUTCHESS  D'AIGUILLOX. 
T  X  7HEN  Peace  fhall  on  her  downy  wing 

\  V      To  France  and  England  Friendfoip  bring. 
Come,  Aiguillon  !   and  here  receive 
That  homage  we  delight  to  give 

To  foreign  talents,  foreign  charms,  5 

To  worth  which  Envy's  felf  dilarms 
Of  jealous  hatred  :   come  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve  : 
So  fliall  by  France  amends  be  made 
(If  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  be  paid)  10 

For  having  with  feducing  art 
From  Britain  ftornher  Harvey's  heart.  iz 

SOME  ADDITIONAL   STANZAS 

TO  ASTOLFO'S  VOYAGE  TO  THE  MOON, 

IN   ARIOSTO. 

WHEN  now  Aftolfo,  ftor'd  within  a  vafe, 
Orlando's  wits  had  lafely  brought  away, 
He  turn'd  his  eyes  towards  another  place 
Where  cloleiy  cork'd  unnumber'd  bottles  lay.  4 

Of  fineft  cryftal  were  thofe  bottles  made. 

Yet  what  was  there  enclos'd  he  could  not  fee, 

Vv^herefore  in  humble  vs'ife  the  faint  he  pray'd 

To  tell  whattreafure  there  conceal'd  might  be.  8 

*•'  A  wondrous  thing  it  is,"  the  faint  reply'd, 

*'  Yet  undefined  by  any  mortal  wight, 

^'  An  airy  eifence  not  to  be  defcry'd, 

**  Subtle  and  thin,  that  Maidenhead  is  light.  12 
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"  From  earth  each  day  in  troops  they  hither  come 
'*  And  fill  each  hole  and  corner  of  the  Moon, 
*'  For  they  are  never  ealy  while  at  home, 
*'  Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gone  too  foon.  i6 

'*  When  here  arrived  they  are  in  bottles  pent, 

**  For  fear  they  fhould  evaporate  again, 

*''  And  hard  it  is  a  priibn  to  invent 

*'  So  volatile  a  fpirit  to  retain.  z& 

*'  Thofe  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong, 

*'  Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they'd  burft  the  glafs, 

"  But  thofe  that  have  below  been  kept  too  long 

*'  Are  fpiritlefs,  and  quite  decay 'd,  arias  !"'  24. 

So  fpake  the  faint,  and  wonder  feiz'd  the  knight, 

As  of  each  vefTel  he  th'  infcription  read. 

For  various  fecrets  that  were  brought  to  light 

Of  which  Report  on  earth  had  nothing  laid.  z^ 

Virginities  that  clofe  confinM  he  thought 
In  th'  other  woild  he  found  above  the  Iky  ; 
His  filler's  and  his  coufin's  there  were  brought, 
Which  made  him  fwear  tho'  good  St.  John  vv-as  by.  32 

But  much  his  wrath  increased  when  he  efpy'd 
That  which  v.-as  Chloe's  once,  his  miflrefs  dear : 
"  Ah,  falle  and  treacherous  Fugitive  T'  he  cry'd, 
*'  Little  I  deemed  that  I  Ihoulu  meet  thee  here.  36 

*'  Did  not  thy  ovv^ner  when  we  parted  laft 

*'  Promile  to  keep  thee  fafe  for  me  alone  ? 

*'  Scarce  of  our  abfence  three  fliort  months  are  paft, 

*'  And  thou  already  from  thy  poll  art  flown.  40 

"  Be  not  enrag'd,"  reply'd  th'  Apoftle  kind — 

**  Since  that  this  Maidenhead  is  thine  by  right, 

"  Take  it  away,  and  when  thou  haft  a  mind 

"  Carry  it  thither  whence  it  took  its  flight."  44. 

"  Thanks,  Holy  Father!"  quoth  the  joyous  knight, 

"  The  Moon  fhall  be  no  lofer  by  your  grace  } 

*'  Let  me  but  have  the  ufe  on't  for  a  night, 

'*  And  I''il  rellore  it  to  its  prefent  place.'*  4^ 
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ELEGY. 

TELL  me,  my  heart !  fond  flave  of  hopelefs  love. 
And  doom'd  its  woes  without  its  joys  to  prove, 
Canft  thovi  endure  thus  calmly  to  erafe 
The  dear,  dear  image  of  thv  Delia's  face  ? 
Canft  rhou  exclude  that  habitant  divine  5 

To  place  lome  meaner  idol  in  her  fhrine  ? 
O  taik  for  feeble  Realbn  too  levere  ! 
O  leflbn  nought  could  teach  me  but  defpair  ! 
Muft  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavn'lv  fight 
They've  view'd  fo  oft'  with  languilhing  delight  ?      10 
Muft  my  ears  (hun  that  voice  whofe  chaiming  Ibund 
Seem 'd  to  relieve  while  it  increas'd  my  wound  ? 
O  Waller  !  Petrarch  !   you  who  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  loft  notes  of  elegant  defiie, 
Tho'  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms,  15 

Tho'  Laura  dying  left  her  lover's  arms. 
Yet  were  vour  pains  lefs  exquifite  than  mine  ; 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  loie  than  to  refign  1  i  S 

PROLOGUE  TO  THOMSON'S  CORIOLANUS. 

SPOKZN  EY  MR.  QUIN'. 

I  COME  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 
For  icenes  whofe  author  is,  alas!  no  more  ; 
Ke  wants  no  advocate  his  caule  to  plead  ; 
You  will  yourfelves  be  patrons  ol  the  dead. 
No  party  his  bentvolencc  confin'd,  5 

No  kS. — alike  it  fiow'd  to  all  mankind. 
He  lov'd  his  friends,  (forgive  this  gufhing  tear  ; 
Alas !   I  feel  I  am  no  aftor  here) 
He  lov'd  his  friends  with  fuch  a  warmth  of  heart, 
So  clear  of  int'reft,  fo  devoid  of  art,  30 

Such  gen'rous  friendfhip,  fuch  unihaken  zeal. 
No  words  can  fpeak  it,  but  our  tears  may  tell. — 
O  candid  truth  !   ()  faith  without  a  ftain  1 
O  manners  gently  firm  and  nobly  plain  ! 
O  fympathizing  love  of  others  blifs !  15 

Wlirre  will  vou  find  another  breaft  like  his  ? 
E 
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Such  was  the  man — the  Poet  well  you  know- 

Ott  has  he  touched  your  hearts  with  tender  woe, 

Oft  m  this  crowded  houie  withjull  applaufe 

You  heard  him  teach  fair  virtue's  pureft  laws  •          aa 

For  his  chafte  Mufe  employ 'd  her  heav'n -taught  Ivrc 

None  but  the  noblell  paiHons  to  infpire  j 

Not  one  immoral  one  corrupted  thought. 

One  line  which  dying  he  could  wifh  to  blot. 

Oh  !  may  to  night  your  favourable  doom  ^r 

Another  laurel  add  to  grace  his  tomb, 
Whilft  he  fuperior  now  to  praife  or  blame, 
Hears  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  fame. 
Yet  if  to  thofe  whom  moft  on  earth  he  lov'd, 
From  whom  his  pious  care  is  now  removM,  30 

With  whom  his  liberal  hand  and  bounteous  heart, 
Shar'd  ail  his  little  fortune  could  impart. 
If  to  thofe  friends  your. kind  regard  fhall  give. 
What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receive, 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  ftarry  pole. 
May  touch  with  plealiare  his  immortal  foul.  36 

EPILOGUE 

TO  LILLO'S  ELMERICK. 

YOU,  who  fupreme  o'er  ev'ry  work  of  wit. 
In  judgment  here,  unaw'd,  unbiased,  fit 
The  Palatines  and  Guardians  of  the  pit; 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely  modern  play 
No  ufeful  fenfe,  no  genVous  v/armth,  convey  ;  5 

If  fuilian  here  thro'  each  unnat'ral  fcene. 
In  itrain'd  conceits  ibund  high,  and  nothing  mean  j 
If  lotty  dulnefs  for  your  vengeance  call. 
Like  Elmerick  judge,  and  H  the  guilty  fall : 
But  if  funplicity,  with  force  and  fire,  10 

UnlabourM  thoughts  and  artlefs  words,  infpire; 
If,  like  the  aftion  which  thefe  fcenes  relate. 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great ; 
If  malter-ftrokes  the  nobler  paffions  move, 
Then,  like  the  king,  acquit  us,  and  approve.         j  5 
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TO  THE  REV.  DR.  AYSCOUGH, 

AT  OXFORD. 

JVrhtenfrcm  Park  'in  the  Year  1728. 

Q  AY,  deareft  friend  !  how  roll  thy  hours  away, 

k_y  What  pleafing  ftiidy  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 

Doft  thou  the  facred  volumes  oft  explore 

Of  wife  antiquity's  immortal  lore, 

Where  virtue  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd  5 

At  once  Tixaits  and  polifhes  the  mind  ? 

How  different  fi'om  our  modern  guilty  art, 

Which  pieales  only  to  corrupt  the  heart, 

Whofe  curs'd  refinements  odious  vice  a 'orn. 

And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  fcorn!  10 

Doft  thou  in  fage  hiftorians  fcorn  to  fee 

How  Roman  greatnefs  roie  with  liberty. 

How  the  lame  hands  that  tyrants  durlt  control. 

Their  empire  ftretch'd  from  Atlas  to  the  pole, 

Till  wealth  and  conqueft  into  fiaves  refin'd,  t^ 

The  proud  luxurious  mailers  of  m.ankind  ? 

Doft  thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire. 

Each  grace,  each  virtue,  freedom  could  infpire. 

Yet  in  her  troubled  ftate  fee  all  the  woes, 

And  all  the  crimes  that  giddy  faction  knows,  2.:) 

Till  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  fold. 

Or  weakly  carelefs,  or  too  rafhly  bold, 

She  funk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom, 

The  flave  and  tut'refs  of  prote6ling  Rome  ? 

Does  calm  philofophy  her  aid  impart  ^S 

To  g^iide  the  paffions  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught  by  her  precepts,  hail  thou  learn'd  the  end 
To  which  alone  the  wife  their  ftudies  bend. 
For  which  alone  by  Nature  were  defign'd 
The  pow'rs  of  thought — to  benefit  mankind  ?  30 

Not  like  a  cloyiler'd  drone  to  read  and  dofe, 
In  undeierving  undeferv'd  repofe  j 
But  Reafon's  influence  to  diffufe,  to  clear 
Th'^  enlightened  world  of  ev'ry  gloomy  rear, 
£  2. 
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Dilpel  the  mids  of  error,  and  unbind  35 

Thole  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freeborn  mind. 
Happy  who  thus  his  ieiiure  can  employ  ! 
He  knows  the  purelt  liours  of  tranquil  joy  j 
Nor  vex'd  with  pangs  that  bufier  bofoms  tear, 
Nor  loll  to  focial  virtue's  pleafihg  care,  4© 

Safe  in  the  port,  yet  lab'ring  to  ililtain 
Thofe  who  iHll  float  on  the  tempeftuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  ftudious  quiet  fpent, 
So  Bo /!e  in  wifdom  found  divine  content, 
So  C  'mbray,  worttiy  or  a  happier  doom,  45 

The  virtuous  flave  of  Louis  and  of  Rome, 

Good  Wor'iter*  thus  fupports  his  droopincr  ao-e, 
Far  from  court -flatt'iy,  far  from  party  rage  j 
He  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  defy'd, 
Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  country's  lide,  to 

Her  boMett  champion  then  and  now  her  mildeft  guide  1 
O  generous  warmth  !   O  fanolity  divine  !    - 
To  emulate  his  worth  my  friend  !  be  thine  : 
Learn  from  his  li^e  the  ducies  of  the  gown, 
Ltarn  not  to  flatter  nor  infuit  the  crown,  55 

Nor  bafely  fervile  court  the  guilty  great. 
Nor  raife  the  church  ahval  to  'he  itate  : 
To  error  mild,    to  vice  alone  fevere, 
Seek  not  to  fpread  the  lav^  of  love  by  fear  : 
The  priell  who  plagues  the  world  can  never  mendj   60 
No  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  God  a  friend, 
Let  reafon  and  let  viitue  faith  maintain, 
All  force  but  theirs  is  impious,  weak,  and  vain. 

?vle  other  cares  in  o-her  climes  engage, 
Cares  that  become  my  birth  and  fuir  my  age,  65 

In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth. 
And  conquer  prejudice,  worif  foe  to  truth. 
By  roreign  arts  domellic  fault^i  to  mend. 
Enlarge  my  notions  and  my  views  extend. 
The  ufefui  icience  of  the  world  to  know,  70 

Which  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  fhow» 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire, 
Whom  nobleil  fentimcnts  of  glory  fire, 

♦  Bp.  Hougtj. 
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Yet  taught  Iiy  cuftom's  force  and  bigot  tear 
7'o  ferve  with  pride  nnd  boaft  the  yoke  they  bear,     75 
Whole  nobles  born  to  cringe  and  to  command. 
In  courts  a  mean,   in  camps  a  gen'rous  band, 
From  each  low  too!  of  pow'r  content  receive 
Thofe  laws  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give  ; 
Whole  people  (vain  in  warit,  in  bondage  bieil,  ?>o 

Though  plunderM  gay,  induih-ious  though  oppreft) 
Withliappyfollifcsrife  above  their  fate. 
The  i-lt  and  envy  of  each  wiier  Hate. 

Yet  here  the  Mufes  deign'd  a  while  to  fport 
In  the  fnortfunihine  of  a  favoring  court:        _  85 

Here  Boileau,  (Irong  in  feiiie  and  fharp  in  \yit, 
Who  from  the  ancients  like  the  ancients  writ, 
Permiinongairrd  inferior  vice  to  blame, 
By  flattering  incenie  to  his  mader's  fame  ; 
Here  Moliere,  nrft  of  comic  v/its  exceird  90 

Whatever  Ath-nian  theatres  beheld, 
By  keen  yet  decent  fat  ire  IkillM  to  pleafe. 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  ftrength  with  eafe  : 
Now  charmed  I  hear  the  bold  Corneilie  infplre^ 
Heroic  thoughts  v/Ith  Shakefpear's  force  and  fire  j    95 
Now  ureet  Racine  with  milder  influence  move 
The  IbftenM  heart  to  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  pleafure  I  furvey 
The  pompous  works  of  arbitrary  fway. 
Proud  palaces  that  drain'd  thefubjeas'  ftore  100 

Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  th'  opprefsM  and  poor. 
Where  e'en  mute  walls  are  taught  to  flatter  itate, 
And  painted  triumphs  ftyle  Ambition  great*. 
With  more  delight  thofe  pleafmg  fhades  I  view 
Where  Conde  i'vom  an  envious  court  withdrewf ,     105 
Where  uck  of  glory,  faft'on,  power,  and  pride, 
(Sure  judge  how  empty  all  who  all  had  tryM  !  ) 
Beneath  his  palm.s  the  weary  chief  repos'd. 
And  life's  great  fcene  in  quiet  virtue  clos'd. 

With  ftiame  that  other  fam'd  retreat  I  fee,  1 10 

Adorn'd  by  art,  difgrac'd  by  luxury  J, 

*  The  viftories  of  Louis  XIV.  painted  in  the  gaUeries  of  verfAiUes. 
+  cnantiUy,  t  St.  v.ioad. 

E  ^ 
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Where  Orleans  wafted  ev'ry  vacant  hour 
In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power, 
Where  teverifti  debauch  and  impious  love 
Stained  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grove.  115 

Withtheie  amulements  is  thy  friend  detalnM, 
Pleas'd  and  inftru<5fed  in  a  foreign  land  } 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wlih  recals  my  mind 
From  prefent  joys  to  dearer  left  behind. 
O  native  Ille  !   fair  Freedom's  happieil  feati  12a 

At  thought  of  thee  my  bounding  puKes  beat  j 
At  thought  of  thee  my  heart  impatient  burns. 
And  all  my  country  on  my  foul  returns  ; 
When  (hall  I  fee  thy  fields,   whofe  plenteous  grain 
No  power  can  ravifli  from  th'  indulbious  fwain  r     1x5 
When  kifs  with  pious  love  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Rufiel  birth  ? 
When  in  the  iliade  of  laws  that  long  have  ftood 
Propt  by  their  care,  or  ftrengthenM"  by  their  blood. 
Of  fearlefs  independence  wiiely  vain,  i  30 

The  proudeft  Have  of  Bourbon's  race  difdain  ? 

Yet  oh  !  what  doubt,  what  fad  prefaging  voice 
Whifpers  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice, 
Bids  me  contemplate  ev'ry  ftate  around. 
From  fultry  Spain  to  Norwav's  icy  bound;  135 

Bids  their  loll  rights  their  ruln'd  glories  fee, 
And  tells  me  tliefe  like  England  once  were  free  !      137 

TOMR.POYNTZ, 

AMBASSADOR  AT  THE  CONGRESS  OF  SOISSONS,  1728. 

Written  at  Paris. 

OTHOU  !  whofe  friendfliip  is  my  joy  and  pride, 
Whofe  virtues  warm  me, and  whofe  preceptsguldej 
Thou  !   to  whom  greatnei's  rightly  underllood 
Is  but  a  larger  power  of  being  good  j 
Say,  Poyntz  !    amidlf  the  toil  of  anxious  ftate  5 

Does  not  thy  lecret  foul  deiire  retreat  ? 
Doft  tiiou  not  wifli  (the  talk  of  gU)ry  done) 
Thy  bufy  life  at  lengri\  might  be  thy  own, 
That,  to  thy  lovM  philofophy  rcfign'd, 
No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ?  z  c 
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Juft  IS  the  wifh,  for  fure  the  happie(t  meed 
To  favour  man  by  fmlling  Heaven  decreed 
Is  to  refle6l  at  eale  on  glorious  pains, 
And  calmly  to  enjoy  what  virtue  gains. 

Not  him  I  praife  who  from  the  world  retir'd,         15 
By  no  enlivening,  gen'rous  paffion  fir'd. 
On  flow'ry  couches  fl  imbers  life  awav, 
And  gently  bids  his  aflive  powers  decay, 
Who  fears  bright  Glory's  awful  face  to  fee, 
And  fhuns  renown  as  much  as  infamy  ;  20 

But  blefs'd  is  he  who  exercis'd  in  cares. 
To  private  leifure  public  virtue  bears. 
Who  tranquil  ends  the  race  he  nobly  run, 
And  decks  repofe  with  trophies  labour  won. 
Him  Honour  follows  to  the  fecret  fhade,  25 

And  crowns  propitious  his  declining  head  ; 
In  his  retreat  their  harps  the  Muies  Ibing, 
For  him  in  lays  unbought  fpontaneous  fmg  ; 
Friend/hip  and  Truth  on  all  his  moments  wait, 
Pleas'd  with  retirement  better  than  with  Itate  ;  30 

And  round  the  bow'r  where  humbly  great  he  lies 
Fair  olives  bloom  or  verdant  laurels  riie. 

So  when  thy  country  fhall  no  more  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thv  fullaining  hand, 
When  Peace  rellor'd  fhall  on  her  downy  wing  35 

Secure  repofe  and  carelefs  leifure  bring, 
Then  to  the  (hades  of  learned  eafe  retirM, 
The  world  forgetting,  bv  the  world  admir'd, 
Among  thy  books  and  fiiends  thou  fnak  pofi":;fs 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happinefs,  .       40 

Pleas'd  to  review  a  life  in  honour  fpent, 
And  painful  merit  paid  with  fweet content. 
Yet  though  thy  hours  unclogg'd  with  forrow  roll, 
Tho'  Wiidom  call  and  Science  feed  thy  foul, 
One  dearer  blifs  remains  to  be  pojTeft,  45 

That  only  can  improve  and  crown  the  reft. 

Permit  thy  friend  this  fecret  to  reveal, 
Which  thy  own  heart  perhaps  would  better  tell  • 
The  point  to  which  our  fwoeteft  pallions  move 
]  ■;  to  be  truly  lov'd  and  tondly  love.  50 
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This  is  the  charm  that  fmooths  the  troubled  breaft, 
Friend  of  our  health  and  author  of"  our  reil. 
Bids  every  glooiny  vexing  pamr.n  fly, 
And  tunes  each  jarring  itring  to  harmony. 
E'en  while  [  write  the  name  of  love  infpircs  «^ 

More  pleafing  thouglits  and  more  enliv'ning  fires, 
Beneath  his  power  my  raptured  fancy  glows, 
And  ev'ry  tender  verle  more  fweetly  flows. 
Dull  is  the  privilege  of  living  free  ; 
Our  hearts  were  never  form'd  for  liberty  :  6a 

Some  beauteous  im-ai,    well  imprinted  there 
Caji  beft  defend  them  from  confuming  care. 
In  vain  to  groves  and  gardens  we  retire. 
And  Nature  in  her  rural  works  adjnire ; 
Tho'  grateful  thefe,  yet  thefe  but  faintly  charm  ;     65 
They  may  delight  us,    but  can  never  warm. 
May  ibnie  fair  eyes,  my  friend,  thy  bolbm  fire 
With  pleafing  pangs  of  ever  gay  clefire. 
And  teach  thee  thatfoft  fcience  %vhich  alone 
Still  to  thy  fearching  mind  refts  flightly  known.       70 
Thy  ibul,  tliough  great,  is  tender  and  refinM, 
To  frlendfliip  fenfible,  to  love  inclined, 
And  therefore  long  thou  canft  not  arm  thy  breafl 
Againil  the  entrance  of  fo  fweet  a  gueif . 
Hear  what  th'  infpiring  Mufes  bid  me  tell,  -  r 

For  heaven  fhall  ratify  what  they  reveal : 

**  A  chofen  bride  ihail  in  thy  arms  be  plac'd, 
"  With  all  th'  attractive  charm^s  of  beau\:y  grac'd, 
'-  Whofe  wit  and  virtue  fliall  thine  own  exprefs, 
*'  DifLi;-iguifh''d  only  by  their  fofterdrefs  :  2a 

"  Thy  greatnefs  Ihe  or  thy  retreat  fliall  fliare, 
*'  Sweeten  ti'anquillity,  or  ibften  care  ; 
*'  Her  irniles  the  taile  of  evTy  joy  fhall  raife, 
*'  And  add  new  pleafure  to  renown  and  praife  ?  84, 

"  Till  charmed   you    own  the   truth  my  verfe  would 
"  That  happinefs  is  near  ally'd  to  love."  [prove, 

VERSES 

TO  EE  VRITTEX  UXDER  A  PICTURE  OF  MR.  POYNTZ. 

SUCH  is  thy  form,   O  Poyntz  !  but  who  fhaJI  find 
A  handor  colours  to  expreii;  :hy  fnind  ? 
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A  mind  unmovM  by  cv'ry  vulgar  fear, 
In  a  falie  world  that  dares  to  be  fjncere  ; 
Wifewiihout  art,  without  ambition  great,  5 

Tho'  firm  yet  pliant,  ailive  tho'  I'edate.         ' 
With  ail  the  richeit  flores  of  learning  fraught. 
Yet  better  itill  by  native  prudence  taught : 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  diftrela'd  to  heal. 
Can  pity  frailties  it  could  never  feel  :  10 

That  when  Misfortune  fu'd,  ne'er  fougiit  to  know 
What  fe(5l,  what  party,   whether  friend  or  foe  j 
That  fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  temp'rate  laws, 
Defpiles  calumny,  and  Ihuns  applaufe  j 
That  to  its  own  perfe6fions  fingly  blind. 
Would  for  another  think  this  praife  defign'd.  16 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  POPE. 

FROM   ROME,   I730. 

IMMORTAL  bard  !    for  whom  each  Mufe  has  wove 
The  faireft  garlands  of  th""  Aonian  grove, 
Preferv'd  our  drooping  genius  to  reiiore. 
When  Addifon  and  Congreve  are  no  more  j 
After  fo  many  ftars  extin6l  in  night,  5 

The  darken'd  age's  laft  remaining  light  ! 
To  thee  from  Latian  realms  this  verle  is  writ, 
Infpir'd  by  memory  of  ancient  wit : 
For  now  no  more  thefc  climes  their  influence  boaff, 
Fall'n's  their  glory  and  their  virtue  lolt ;  10 

From  tyrants  and  from  prielh  the  Mufes  fly. 
Daughters  of  Reafon  and  of  Liberty. 
Nor  Baiae  now  nor  Umbria's  plains  they  love. 
Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  rove  j 
To  Thames's  flow'rv  borders  they  retire,  15 

And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Rojnan  fire. 
So  in  the  iTiades  where  cheer'd  with  fummer  rays 
Melodious  linnets  warbled  Iprightly  lays. 
Soon  as  the  faded  falling  leaves  complain 
Of  gloomy  Winter's  unaufpicious  reign,  20 

No  tuiiefui  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love. 
But  mournful  filence  iaddens  ail  the  grove. 
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Unhappy  Italy  •  whole  alter'd  ftate 
Has  telt  the  wortt  feverity  of  fate. 
Not  that  barbarian  hands  her  fafces  broke,  %S 

And  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke. 
Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown, 
Her  cities  delert  and  her  fields  unlbwn  j 
But  that  her  ancient  fpirit  isdecay'd, 
That  lacred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled,  5* 

That  there  the  fource  of  fcience  flows  no  more, 
Whence  its  rich  ilreams  fupply'd  the  world  l^efore, 

Illuftrious  names  that  once  in  Latium  fhin'd, 
Born  to  inftru61  and  to  command  mankind, 
Chiefs  by  wiiofe  virtue  mighty  R.ome  was  rals'd,      35 
And  poets  whom  thofe  chiefs  fublimely  prais'dl 
Oft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore, 
Yourafhes  vifit  and  vour  urns  adore, 
Oft  kifs  with  lips  devout  fome  mouldering  ftone 
With  ivy's  venerable  fnade  o'eigrown,  4^^ 

Thofe  hallowed  ruins  better  pleas'd  to  fee 
Than  all  the  pomp  of  modem  luxury. 

As  late  on  VirgiPs  tomb  frefh  flowers  I  ftrewM, 
While  with  th'  infpiring  Mufe  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays  my  ravlih'd  eyes  4S 

Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arife. 

*'  Stranger,"  be  faid,  "  v/hofe  pious  hand  has  paid 
*'  Thefe  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  ftiade, 
*'  When  thou  {halt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air, 
"  To  Pope  this  meflage  from  his  mafter  bear:  _        50 

■•'  Great  Bard  !    whofe  numbers  I  myfelf  infpire. 


To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  ly 


**  If  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 

*'  Near  me  and  Homer  thou  afpire  to  fit, 

**  No  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays  55 

*'  That  flowniajeftic  from  thy  nobler  bays  ; 

**  In  all  the  fl.ow'ry  paths  of  Pindus  itray, 

*'  But  fhun  that  thorny  that  unpleafmg  way, 

'^  Nor  when  each  loft  engaging  mule  is  thine, 

**  Addrefs  the  leaft  attraiiive  of  the  nine.  60 

'*  Of  thee  more  worthy  were  the  talk  to  raifc 

''  Alafting  cciuran  to  thy  country's  praife. 
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*«  To  fing  the  land  which  yet  alone  can  boaft 
**  That  iiberty  cornipted  Rome  has  lolt, 
*'  Where  Science  in  the  arms  of  Peace  is  'aid,  6^ 

*'  And  plants  her  pahn  befide  the  olive's  fliade. 
*'  Such  was  the  theme  tor  which  my  lyre  I  ftrung, 
*'  Such  was  the  people  whole  exploits  I  iung, 
*'  Brave,  yet  refin'd  j  for  arms  and  arts  renownM  ; 
<^  With  diitrent  bays  by  Mars  and  Venus  crown'd  j 
«'  Dauntlefs  oppoiers  of  tyrannic  fway,  71 

*'  But  pkasM  a  mild  Auguftus  to  obey. 

"  If  thele  commands  fubmilfive  thou  receive, 
**  Immortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  fliaii  live, 
**  Envy  to  black  Cocytus  inall  retire,  75 

*'  And  howl  with  furies  in  tormenting  fire, 
"  Approving  Time  fhall  confecrate  thy  lays, 
"  And  joiii  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praife."  7% 

TO  LORD  HARVEY, 

IN  THE  YEAR   J730.    FROM  WORCESTERSHIRE. 

"  Streniia  nos  exercet  inertia  :  navibiis  atque 

*'  Q^iarrlgis  petimns  Ciene  vivere  :  quud  petis,  hie  eft; 

*'  Eit  ulubris,  animus  si  te  nou  deficit  sequus."  HOR. 

FAV'RITE  of  Venus  and  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Pollio  !  by  Nature  form'd  in  courts  to  Ihine, 
Wilt  thou  once  more  a  kind  attention  lend 
To  thy  long  abfent  and  forgotten  friend. 
Who  after  feas  and  mountains  wander'd  o'er,  5 

Return'd  at  length  to  his  own  native  fhore, 
From  ail  that's  gay  retir'd,  and  all  that's  great, 
Beneath  the  fhades  of  his  paternal  feat 
Has  found  that  happlnefs  he  fought  in  vain 
On  the  fam'd  banks  of  Tiber  and  of  Seine  ?  10 

'Tis  not  to' view  the  well-propcrtion'd  pile, 
The  charms  of  Titian's  and  of  Raphsel's  ftyle. 
At  foft  Italian  founds  to  melt  away, 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle  liray. 
That  lulls  the  tumuks  of  the  foul  to  reft,  15 

Or  makes  the  fond  pofTeffor  tiady  bleft  : 
In  our  own  breaits  the  Iburce  of  pleaiure  lies 
Still  open  and  ilili  flowing  to  the  wife, 
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Not  forced  by  tollibme  art  and  wild  defire 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Nature  to  afpire,  a© 

But  in  its  proper  channels  gilding  fair 
A  common  licnefit  Vv-hich  all  may  (liare  : 
Yet  half  mankind  this  eafy  good  diidain. 
Nor  relifh  happinefs  unbotight  by  pain  j    [Ls  vain. 
Falfe  is  their  ftate  of  blifs,  and  thence  their  fearch 
So  idle  yet  lb  reftlefs  are  our  minds,  26 

We  climb  the  Alps  and  brave  the  raging  winds  j 
Thro'  various  toils  to  feek  content  we  roam, 
Which  with  but  thinking  right  were  ours  at  home: 
For  not  the  ceaJelefs  change  of  (hifted  place  30 

Can  from  the  heart  a  fettled  grief  erale, 
Nor  can  the  purer  balm  of  foreign  air 
Heal  the  diilemper''d  mind  of  aching  care. 
The  wretch  by  wild  impatience  driven  to  rove, 
Vejst  with  the  pangs  of  ill -requited  love.  35 

From  pole  to  pole  the  fatal  arrow  bears, 
Whofe  rooted  point  his  bleeding  bofom  tears,    ■ 
With  equal  pain  each  d liferent  clime  he  tries, 
And  is  himfclf  that  torment  which  he  flies. 

For  how  ihould  ills,  which  from  our  pallions  flow 
Be  changed  by  Afric's  heat,  or  Ruflia'o  fnow  ?         41 
Or  how  can  aught  but  pow'rful  reafon  cure 
What  from  unthinking  felly  we  endure  ? 
Happy  is  he  and  he  alone  who  knows 
His  heart's  uneafy  dii'cord  to  compole,  45 

In  gen'rous  love  of  other's  good  to  find 
The  fvveetell  pkafures  of  the  focial  mind, 
To  bound  his  wiil)es  in  tiurir  proper  fphere. 
To  nourilli  pleafmg  hope  and  conquer  anxious  fear  : 
This  was  the  wilciom  ancient  lagcs  taught,  50 

This  was  the  fov'reign  good  they  juftiy  ibught, 
This  to  no  place  or  climate  is  confin'd. 
But  the  free  native  produce  of  the  mind. 

Nor  think,  my  Lord,  that  courts  to  you  denv 
The  ufeful  pracfice  of  philolbphy  :  ^5 

Horace,  the  wifeft  of  the  tuneful  choir. 
Not  always  chofe  from  greatnefs  to  retire. 
But  in  the  paiace  of  Auguftus  knew 
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The  fame  unerring  maxims  to  purfue 
\Vhich  in  the  Sabine  or  the  Velian  fhades  60 

His  lludy  and  his  happinefs  he  made. 

May  you,  my  Friend  !  by  his  example  taught, 
View  all  the  giddv  icene  with  Ibber  thought, 
Undazzled  ev'ry  glittVing  folly  lee, 
And  in  the  midll:  of  {lavilh  forms  be  free  j  6  5 

In  its  own  centie  keep  your  fteady  mind, 
Let  prudence  guide  you,   but  let  honour  bind  : 
In  (how,  in  manners,  a6lthe  courtier's  part. 
But  be  a  country  gentleman  at  heart.  69 

TO  MR.  GLOVER, 

ON   HIS  POEM  OF  LEONIDAS. 
JVtittcn  In  the  Tear  1734. 

GO  on  my  Friend  !   the  noble  tafk  purlue, 
And  think  thy  genius  is  thy  country's  due : 
To  vulgar  wits  inferior  themss  belong, 
"But  Liberty  and  Virtue  claim  thy  fong. 
Yet  ceafe  to  hope,  tho'  gracM  with  ev'ry  charm,       5 
The  patriot  verfe  will  cold  Britannia  warm  ; 
Vainly  thou  ftriv'ft  our  languid  hearts  to  raife 
By  great  examples  drawn  from  better  days  : 
No  longer  we  to  Sparta's  fame  aipire. 
What  Sparta  fcorn'd  inilru6fed  to  admire,  jo 

Nurs'd  in  the  love  of  wealth,  and  form'd  to  bend 
Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end. 
No  gen'rous  purpoie  can  enhi'ge  the  mind. 
No  locial  care,  no  labour  for  mankind, 
AVhere  mean  lelf-int'rell  ev'ry  pafuon  guides,  1 5 

In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  preiides, 
Where  Luxury  confumes  the  guiity  ilore, 
And  bids  the  villain  be  a  (lave  tor  more. 

Hence,  wretched  Nation  !   all  thy  woes  arife, 
Ai'ow'd  coiTuption,  licensed  perjuries,  20 

Eternal  taxes,  treaties  tor  a  day, 
Servants  that  rule,  and  Senates  that  ol^ey. 

O  People,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  rase, 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  difgrace. 
That  fufrers  public  wrongs  and  public  fhame,  45 

In  council  iniblent,  in  aft  ion  tame  I 
F 
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Say,  what  is  now  th'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 
Is  it  to  raiie  their  country"'s  finking  ftate, 
Her  load  of  Hebt  to  eaie  by  frugal  care, 
Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harrafs'd  poor  to  fpare-?         30 
Is  it  like  honcit  Soniers  to  infpire 
The  love  of  laws  and  freedom's  facred  fire  ? 
Is  it  like  wife  Godolphln  to  fullain 
The  balanced  world,  and  boundlefs  pow'r  reftraln  ? 
Or  is  the  mightv  aim  of  all  their  toil  35 

Only  to  aid  the  wreck  and  (hare  the  fpoil  ? 
On  each  relation,  friend,  dependent,  pour 
With  partial  wantonnefs  the  golden  fhow'r. 
And,  fenc'd  by  ftrong  corruption,  to  defpife 
An  injur'd  nation's  unavailing  cries  ?  40 

Roufe,  Britons  !  rouie  :   if  fenie  of  fhame  be  weak, 
Let  the  loud  voice  of  threat'ning  danger  fpeak. 
Lo!  France,  as  Peruaonce,  o'er  ev'ry  land 
Prepares  to  ftretch  her  all-opprelling  hand. 
Shall  England  fit  regardleis  and  fedate,  45 

A  clam  fpe6latrefs  ot  tli :  gen'ral  fate. 
Or  call  forth  all  her  virtue,  and  oppofe 
Like  valiant  Greece  her  own  and  Europe's  foes  ? 
O  let  us  feize  tiie  moment  in  our  pow'r  j 
Our  follies  now  have  reach'd  the  fatal  Iwur :  59 

No  later  term  the  angiv  gods  ordain  ; 
This  crifis  ioft,  we  fhall  be  wife  in  vain. 

And  thou,  great  Poet !   in  whofe  nei"v'ous  lines 
The  native  majefty  of  Freedom  fhines. 
Accept  this  friendly  praife,  and  let  me  prove  S5 

My  heart  not  wholly  void  of  public  love; 
Tho'  not  like  thee  T  ilrike  the  founding  firing 
To  notes  v/nich  Sparta  might  have  deign'd  to  fing, 
But  idly  fporting  in  the  lecrct  fhade 
With  tender  trifies  footh  ibme  artlefs  maid.  60 

TO  MR.  AVEST,  AT  WICKHAM*. 

Written  in  the  Tear  1740. 

FAIR  Nature's  fweet  fimplicity, 
With  elegance  refined 

*  sec  the  Infcriptioa  in  Mr.  Wsft's  Poems, 
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Well  in  thy  feat,  my  Friend  !   I  lee, 

But  better  in  thy  mind.  4 

II. 
To  both  from  courts  and  all  their  ftats 
Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  far  above  a  courtier's  fate. 
Tranquillity  and  love.  H 

TO  WILLIAM  PITT,  ESQ. 

ON  HIS  LOSING  HIS  COMMISSION 
Iti  the  Tear  1736. 

LONG  had  thy  virtues  mark'd  thee  out  for  fame. 
Far  far  fuperior  to  a  Cornet's  name  : 
The  gen'rous  Walpole  law  and  griev'd  to  find 
So  mean  a  poft  difgrace  that  noble  mind  : 
The  fervile  iiandard  from  thy  free-born  hand 
He  took,  and  bade  thee  lead  the  patriot  band.  6 


D 


TO  COLONEL  DRUMGOLD. 

RUMGOLD  !  whofe  anceftors  from  Albion's  fhore 
Their  conq'ring  ftandards  to  Hibernia  bore, 
Tho'  now  thy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft. 
Shines  in  the  foremoft  ranks  of  Gallia's  hoft, 
Think  not  that  France  iTiall  borrow  ail  thy  fame —  5 
From  Britifn  fires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came  j 
Its  force,  its  energy,  to  thefe  it  ow'd. 
But  the  fair  polilh  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  ; 
Ths  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd, 
And  livelieft  wit  with  foundeft  fenfe  combin'd  ;        10 
They  taught  in  fportive  Fancy's  gay  attire 
To  drefs  the  gravell  of  th'  Aonian  choir 
And  gave  to  fober  Wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 
The  fmile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  lleek. 
Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  aik  :         15 
Be  thine  and  thine  alone  the  pieafmg  talk 
In  purell  elegance  of  Gallic  phraie 
To  clothe  the  fpirit  of  the  Biitifh  lays. 
Thus  ev'ry  ftower  which  ev'ry  Mufe's  hand 
Has  rais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  lav'rite  land  a3 

Ft. 
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By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Its  Iweetelt  native  odours  (hall  retain  j 
And  when  thy  noble  friend,    with  olive  crown'd, 
In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 
The  rival  nations,   thou  for  both  ftialt  raife  25 

The  grateful  fong  to  his  immortal  praile. 
Albion  flrall  think,  (he  hears  her  Prior  fmg, 
And  France  that  Boileau  itrikes  the  tuneful  ftring  : 
Then  fhalt  thou  teii  what  various  talents  joined 
Adorn,  embellifh,    and  exalt  his  mind  j  30 

Learning  and  wit  with  fvcet  politenefo  grac'd, 
Wifdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebafed. 
By  pride  unlully'd,  genuine  dignity, 
A  noble  and  fublime  fnnplicity. 

Such  In  thy  verfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  fhown  ;  35 

France  fhall  with  joy  the  fair  referablance  own, 
And  Albion  iighing  bid  her  fongs  afplre 
To  imitate^the  merit  they  admire.  38 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

WITH  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  ViiNlCE  PRESERVED. 

IN  tender  Otway's  moving  fcenes  we  find 
What  power  the  gods  have  to  your  fex  affign'd  j 
Venice  was  loft  if  on  the  brink,  of  fate 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  finking  ftate : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadful  hour  5 

Vain  was  her  fenate'j  wifdom,  vain  its  povi^er  j 
But  fav'd  by  Belvidera's  charming  tears, 
Still  o'er  the  iubjeft  main  her  tow'r  (he  rears. 
And  ftands  a  great  example  to  mankind 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fway  you  rule  the  mind,       10 
Skilful  the  worft  or  nobleft  en  Is  to  ferve. 
And  iirong  alike  to  ruin  or  preferve. 

In  wretched  Jaltier  we  with  pity  view 
A  mind  to  honour  faile,  to  virtue  true, 
In  the  wild  {form  of  ftruggling  paluons  toft,  15 

Yetfaving  innocence,  though  fame  was  loft, 
Greatly  forgetting  what  he  ow'd  his  friend. 
His  country  which  had  v/rong'd  him  to  defend. 


EPISTLES.  65 

But  (he  who  urg'd  him  to  that  pious  deed. 
Who  knew  Co  well  the  patriot's  caiiie  to  plead,         20 
Whoie  conq'ring  love  her  countrv''s  fafety  won, 
Was  by  that  fatal  love  herielf  undone.  [hide, 

*  ^'  Hence  may  we  learn  what  pafficn  fain   vi^ould 
*'  That  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  fhould  be  try'd. 
*'  Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown         25 
*'    If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  ; 
"  Soon  will  the  llatt'rlng  dreams  of  joy  be  o'er, 
*'  And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more  ; 
*'   Then  waking  to  the  fenfe  of  lading  pain, 
*'  With  mutual  tears  the  bridal  couch  they  ftain,     3» 
*'  And  that  fond  love  which  fhould  afford  relief 
*'  Does  but  augment  the  anguilh  of  their  grief, 
*'   While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear 
"  Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care." 

May  all  thejoys  in  Love  and  Fortune's  pow'r       35 
Kindly  combine  to  grace  your  nuptial  hour  ! 
On  each  glad  day  may  plenty  fliow'r  delight. 
And  warmeft  rapture  blefs  each  welcome  night  ! 
May  Keav'n,  that  gave  you  Belvidera's  charms, 
Delfine  iome  happier  Jaffier  to  your  arms,  4» 

Whofe  blifs  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whofe  fondnefs  never  may  thro'  care  decay, 
Whofe  wealth  may  place  you  in  the  fairefl  light. 
And  force  each  modeft  beauty  into  fight ! 
So  Ihall  no  anxious  want  your  peace  deft roy,  45 

No  tempefl  crufh  the  tender  buds  of  joy, 
But  all  your  hours  in  one  gay  circle  move. 
Nor  reafon  ever  difagree  with  love  !  4S 

TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE. 

ONCE  by  the  Mufe  alone  infpir'd 
I  fung  my  amorous  flrains  j 
No  ferious  love  my  bofom  ^r'd. 
Yet  every  tender  maid  deceiv'd, 
The  idly-mournful  tale  beiiev'd 

♦  The  f.ve!ve  following  lines,  with  fome  fmail  variations,  have  been  al, 
ready  printed  in  Advice  to  a  Lady,  p.  31;  but  as  Lord  Lytcletoa  chofe  t» 
introiuce  them  hers,  it  was  tliuuEht  more  eligiole  to  repeat  thele  few  line* 
J»3B  to  fupprefs  Uie  reil  of  the  poem. 
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And  wept  my  fancy'd  pains.  6 

But  Venus  now  to  punifh  me 
For  having  feignM  lb  well, 
Has  made  my  heart  lb  fond  of  thee 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  loft  enough  infpire 
Its  real  flame  to  tell.  12 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH  HAMMOND'S  ELEGIES, 

ALL  that  of  love  can  be  expreft 
In  thele  ibft  numbers  fee, 
But,  Lucy  !  would  you  kno%v  the  reft 
It  muft  be  read  in  me.  4 

TO  THE  SAME. 

TO  him  who  in  an  hour  muft  die 
Not  fwifter  feems  that  hour  to  fly 
Than  flow  the  minutes  feem  to  me 
Which  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  thee.  4 

II. 
Not  more  that  trembling  wretch  would  give 
Another  day  or  year  to  live 
Than  I  to  ftiorten  w-hat  remains 
Of  that  long  hour  which  thee  detains.  S 

III. 
Oh  !  come  to  my  impatient  arms. 
Oh  I   come  with  all  thy  heav'nly  charms. 
At  once  to  juftify  and  pay 
The  pain  I  feel  from  this  delay.  iz 

TO  THE  SAME 

TO  eafemy  troubled  mind  of  anxious  care 
Laft  night  the  fecret  can^et  I  explor'd. 
Where  all  the  letters  of  my  abfentfair 
(His  richeft  treafure)  careful  love  had  ftor'd.  4. 

II. 
In  ev'ry  word  a  magic  fpell  I  found 
or  pow'r  to  charm  each  bufy  thought  to  reft, 
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Tho'  ev'ry  word  increasM  the  tender  wound 
Offend  ddire  ftill  throbbinc^  in  my  breail.  8 

III. 
So  to  his  hoarded  gold  the  miler  fteals, 
And  lofes  ev'rv  forrow  at  the  fight, 
Yet  wifhes  ftii'l  for  more,  nor  ever  feels 
Entire  contentment  or  iecure  delight.  la 

IV. 
Ah  !  fliould  I  lofe  thee  my  too  lovely  maid  ! 
Couldrt  thou  forget  thy  heart  was  ever  mine,  ^ 
Fear  nof  thy  letters  lliould  the  change  upbraid  j 
Mv  hand  each  dear  memorial  Ihallrefign. 

V. 
Not  one  kind  word  faall  in  my  pow'r  remain 
A  painful  witnefs  of  reproach  to  thee; 
And  left  my  heart  ihould  ftill  their  fenfe  retain, 
IVIy  heart  fhall  break  to  leave  thee  wholly  free.         20 

A  PRAYER  TO  VENUS. 

IN    HER    TEMPLE    AT    STOV/E. 

1:  the  Same. 

FAIR  Venus  !  whofe  delightful  Ihrine  furveys 
Its  front  reflefted  in  the  filver  lake, 
Thefe  humble  offerings  which  thy  fervant  pays, 
Frelhflow'rs,  and  myrtle  wreaths,  propitious  take.     4 

II. 
If  iefs  my  love  exceeds  all  other  love 
Then  Lucy's  charms  all  other  charms  excel, 
Far  from  my  breaft  each  Ibothing  hope  remove. 
And  there  let  fad  defpair  for  ever  dwell.  8 

III. 
But  if  my  foul  is  filPd  with  her  alone, 
No  other'wifti  nor  other  objed  knows. 
Oh,  make  her  goddefs  1  make  her  all  my  own. 
And  eive  mv  trembling  heart  fecure  repofe  1  i  a 

^  '  IV. 

No  watchful  fpies  I  aik  to  guard  her  charms, 
No  v/alls  of  brafs,  no  fteel-defended  door  5 
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Place  her  but  once  within  my  circling  arms, 
Love's  fureft  foit,  and  I  will  doubt  no  more.  16 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ON   HER  PLEADING  WANT  OF  TIME. 

ON  Thames's  bank  a  gentle  vouth 
For  Lucy  figh'd  with  matchlefs  truth, 
Ev'n  when  he  figh'd  in  rhyme  5 
The  lovely  maid  his  flame  returned, 
And  would  with  equal  v/armth  have  burn'd,  5 

But  that  flie  had  not  time. 

II. 
Oft  he  repaired  with  eager  feet 
In  fecret  fhades  his  fair  to  meet. 
Beneath  th'  accuftom'd  lime  5 

She  would  have  fondly  met  him  there,  lo 

And  heaPd  with  love  each  tender  care, 
But  that  file  had  not  time. 

III. 
*'  It  was  not  thus,  inconftant  maid  .' 
^'  You  acled  once,"  the  fhepherd  faid, 
"  When  love  v/as  in  Its  prime.''  15 

She  griev'd  to  hear  him  thus  complain. 
And  would  have  writ  to  eafe  his  pain. 
But  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

IV. 
How  can  you  acl  fo  cold  a  part  ? 

No  crime  of  mine  has  chang'd  your  heart,  '    2» 

If  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
We  foon  muft  part  for  months,  for  years. — 
She  would  have  anfwer'd  with  her  tears. 
But  that  fhe  had  not  time.  24. 

TOTHESxUIE. 

V7  OUR  fhape,  your  lips,  your  eyes,  are  ftlll  the  fame, 

X     Still  the  bright  object  of  mv  conllant  flame  j 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance  that  flole 
With  gentie  fweetnefs  my  enchanted  foul. 
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Kind  fears,  impatient  wifhes,  foft  deiires,  5 

Each  melting  charm  that  love  alone  inlpires  ? 
Thele,   thcie  are  loll  j  and  I  behold  no  more 
The  maid  my  heart  deliglited  to  adore. 
Yet  llill  unchanged,  Hill  doting  to  excefs, 
I  ought,  but  dare  not  try,  to  love  you  lels  ;  10 

Weakly  I  grieve,  unpity'd  T  complain, 
But  not  unpunifli'd  lliall  your  change  remain  ; 
For  you,  cold  Maid  1  whom  no  complaints  can  move. 
Were  tar  more  blell  when  you  like  mc  could  love.     14. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WHEN  I  think  on  your  truth  I  doubt  you  no  more' 
I  blame  all  the  tears  I  gave  way  to  before  j 
I  fay  to  my  heart  "  Be  at  reft,  and  believe     [leave.'* 
*'   That  whom  once  flie  has  chofen  ihe  never  will 

II. 
But,  ah  !  when  I  think  on  each  ravilhing  grace  5 

That  plays  in  the  fmiles  of  that  hcav'nly  face. 
My  heart  beats  again  j  I  again  apprehend 
Some  fortunate  rival  in  ev'ry  triend.  S 

Hi. 
Thele  painful  fufpicions  you  cannot  remove, 
Since  you  neither  can  leiTcn  your  charmi  nor  my  love. 
But  doubts  caus'd  by  pallion  you  never  can  blame. 
For  they  are  not  ill  founded,  or  you  feel  the  fame.    la 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WITH     A    NEW    WATCH. 

WITH  me  while  prefent  may  thy  lovely  eyes 
Be  never  turn'd  upon  this  golden  toy. 
Think  ev'ry  pleafmg  hour  too  fvviftly  flies, 
And  meafure  time  by  joy  fucceeding  joy  I  4 

II. 
But  when  the  cares  that  interrupt  our  blifs 
To  me  not  always  will  thy  fight  allow. 
Then  oft  with  kind  impatience  look  on  thiS| 
Then  ev'ry  minute  count—  as  I  do  now.  S 


SONGS. 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR.  MDCCXXXII, 

WHEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appears, 
AwM  by  a  thoufanJ  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach  but  dare  not  move : 
Tell  me,  my  heart !  if  this  be  love  ?  4 

Whene'er  fiie  fpeaks,  my  ravifliM  ear 

No  other  voice  but  her's  can  hear, 

No  other  wit  but  her's  approve ; 

Tell  me,  my  heart !   if  this  be  love  ?  8 

If  fhe  fome  other  youth  commend, 

Tho'  I  was  once  his  fondell  friend. 

His  inftant  enemy  I  prove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart !  if  this  be  love  ?  iz 

When  (he  is  abfent,  I  no  more 

Delight  in  all  that  pleas 'd  before, 

The  cleareft  fpring  or  fhadieft  grove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart !  if  this  be  love  ?  16 

When  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain. 

Her  nets  fhe  fpread  for  ev'ry  fwain, 

I  ftrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 

Tell  me,  my  heart !  if  this  be  love  ?  2« 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCXXXIII. 

THE  heavy  hours  are  almoft  pail 
That  part  my  love  and  me  ; 
My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  laft 
Their  only  wifh  to  fee.  4 

But  how,  my  Delia!  will  you  meet 

The  man  you've  loft  fo  long  ? 

Will  love  in  all  your  pulfes  beat. 

And  tremble  on  your  tongue  ?  8 

Will  you  in  ev'ry  look  declare 
Your  heart  is  ftili  the  fame. 
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And  heal  each  idly  anxious  care 

Our  fears  in  ablence  frame  ?  12 

Thus,  Delia  !  thus  I  paint  the  fcenc 

When  fhortly  we  Ihall  meet, 

And  tiy  what  yet  i-emains  between 

Of  loitering  time  to  cheat,  16 

But  if  the  dream  that  Tooths  my  mind 

Shall  falle  and  groundlefs  prove. 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 

You  have  forgot  to  love  j  ao 

All  I  of  Venus  afk  is  this, 

No  more  to  let  us  join, 

But  grant  me  here  the  flatt'ring  blifs 

To  die  and  think  you  mine.  a4 

SONG. 

WRITTEN  IN  T-HE  YEAR  MDCCXXXII. 

SAY,  Myra  !  v/hy  is  gentle  Love 
A  ftranger  to  that  mind 
Which  pity  and  efteem  can  move. 
Which  can  be  juft  and  kind  ?  4 

Is  it  becaufe  you  fear  to  fliare 

The  ills  that  love  moleft. 

The  jealous  doubt  the  tender  care 

That  rack  the  am'rous  breall  r  8 

Alas  !  by  feme  degree  of  woe 

We  ev'ry  blifs  mull  gain  : 

The  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranfport  know 

That  nc;ver  feels  a  pain.  la 
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PART  OF  AN   EPITAPH 

ON  LADY  LYTTLETON. 

MADE  to  engage  all  hearts  and  charm  all  eyes, 
Tho'  meek,  magnanimous  j  tho'  wittv,  wile  ; 
Polite  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been, 
Yet  good  as  fhe  the  world  had  never  ieen  ; 
The  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind   -- 
With  gentle  female  tenderaefs  combined.  t 

Her  fpeefh  was  the  melodious  voice  of  Love, 
Her  fong  the  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove. 
Her  eloquence  was  fweeter  than  her  long, 
Soft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong  ; 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  expreft  j 
Her  mind  was  Virtue  by  the  Graces  dreft.  12 

EPITAPH 

ON   CAPTAIN  GRCNVILLE. 

YE  v^'eeplng  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues  !  tell 
If,  fince  your  all-accomplifh'd  Sidney  fell, 
You  or  affli6led  Britain  e'er  deplored 
A  lofs  like  that  thefe  plaintive  lays  record  ! 
Such  fpotlefs  honour,  fuch  ingenuous  truth,  i 

Such  ripenM  wifdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth ! 
So  mild,  fo  gentle,  fo  composM  a  m.ind. 
To  fuch  heroic  'varmth  and  courage  join'd  ! 
He  too,  like  Sidney,  nurs'd  in  Learning's  arms, 
For  nobler  war  forfook  her  fofter  charms  ;  ic 

Like  him,  poiTefs'd  of  ev'ry  pleafmg  art, 
The  lecret  wifli  of  ev'ry  female's  heart  j 
Like  him  cut  off  in  youthful  glory's  pride, 
He  unrepining  for  his  country  dy'd.  n 

EPITAPH  ON  CAPT.  CORNWALL, 

SLAIN  OFF  TOULON,  MDCCXLIII. 

THO'  Britain's  genius  hung  her  di-ooping  head. 
And  mourn'd  her  ancient  naval  glory  fled, 
On  that  fam'd  day  when  France  combin'd  with  S.iain 
Strove  for  the  wide  dominion  of  tne  main. 
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Yet,  Cornwall !  all  with  general  voice  agree 
To  pay  the  tribute  of  applaufe  to  thee, 
When  his  bold  chief  in  thickell  iight  engag'd 
Unequal  war  with  Spain's  proud  leader  wag'dj 
With  indignation  mov'd  he  timely  came 
To  refcue  from  reproach  his  country's  name  } 
Succefs  too  dearly  did  his  valour  crcwn. 
He  fav'd  his  leader's  life,  but  loll  his  own. 
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DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE  AND  LYDIA. 

Written  in  the  Year  1732. 
DAMON. 

TELL  3ne,  my  Delia  !   tell  me  why 
My  kindeft,  fondeft  looks  you  fly  ? 
What  means  this  cloud  upon  vour  brow  ? 
Have  I  offended  ?  tell  me  how'. 
Some  change  has  happened  in  your  heart, 
Some  rival  there  has  lloPn  a  part  j 
Reaibn  thefe  fears  may  diiapprove. 
But  yet  I  fear  becaule  I  love. 

DELIA.  Firfttellme,  Damon,  why  to-day 
At  Belvidera's  feet  you  lay  ? 
Why  with  fuch  warm.th  her  charms  you  prais'd, 
And  ev'ry  trifling  beauty  raised. 
As  if  you  meant  to  let  me  fee 
Your  flatt'ry  is  not  all  for.  me  ? 
Alas  !  too  well  your  fex  I  knew, 
Nor  was  fo  weak  to  think  you  true. 

DAMON.  Unkind!  my  falfehood  to  upbraid 
"When  your  own  orders  I  obev'd  j 
You  bid  me  try,  by  this  deceit, 

The  notice  of  the  World  to  cheat,  20 

And  hide  beneath  another  name 
The  fecretof  our  mutual  flame. 

DELIA.  Damon,  your  prudence  I  con fefs. 
But  let  me  wifli  it  had  been  leis  ^ 

Too  well  the  lover's  part  you  play'd,  23 

With  too  much  art  your  court  you  made  j 
Had  it  been  only  art,  your  eyes 
Would  not  have  join'd'in  the  difguife. 
^  DAMON.  Ah  !  ceafe  thus  idlv  to  molefl 
With  groundlefs  fears  thy  virgin  breaft.  30 

While  thus  at  fancy'd  wrongs  you  grieve. 
To  me  a  real  pain  you  give. 
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DELIA.  Though  well  I  might  your  truth  dlftruft. 
My  foolifh  heart  believes  you  jull  j 
Reaibn  this  faith  may  alfapprove, 
But  I  believe  becauie  I  love.  36 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  IV. 

WRITTEN  AT  OXFORD,  MDCCXXV*. 

^alem  m'wljhumfalmms  aiitemy  &c. 

AS  the  wing'd  minitterof  thund'ring  Jove, 
To  whom  he  gave  his  dreadful  bolts  to  bear, 
Faithiui  f  alliftant  of  his  maftcr's  love, 
King  of  the  vvand'ring  nations  of  the  air.  4 

II. 
When  balmy  breezes  fannM  the  vernal  fky, 
Oji  doubtful  pinions  left  his  parent  nelf. 
In  llight  elTays  his  growing  force  to  try. 
While  inborn  courage  fir'd  his  generous  bread  5        8 

III. 
Then  darting  with  impetuous  fury  down, 
The  flocks  he  llaughtcrM,  an  unpraftis'd  foe. 
Now  his  ripe  valour  to  perfeft ion  grown, 
The  fcaly  fnake  and  crefted  dragon  know  j  12 

IV. 
Or  as  a  lion's  youthful  progeny, 
Wean'd  from  his  favage  dam  and  milky  food. 
The  grazing  kid  beholds  with  fearful  eye, 
Doom'd  tirit  to  ilain  his  tender  fangs  in  blood  j        i<> 

V. 
Such  Drufus,  young  in  arms,  his  foes  beheld. 
The  Alpine  Rhaeti,  long  unmatchM  in  fight, 
So  were  their  hearts  with  abjeft  terror  quell'd. 
So  funk  their  haughty  fpirit  at  the  fight.  20 

VI. 
Tam'd  by  a  boy  the  fierce  Barbarians  find 
How  guardian  prudence  guides  the  youthful  flame. 
And  how  great  Csefar's  fond  paternal  mind 
Each  generous  Nero  forms  to  eaidy  iame.  24 

*  Firft  printed  in  Mr.  Weft's  tianflationof  Pindar.  See  the  Preface  to 
that  gentleri;an''s  poeiTis. 

t  la  the  rape  of  Ganymede,  who  was  carried  up  te  Jupiter  by  an  eagle 
accordiDS  to  tbe  poetical  fciftcrr. 

Ga 
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VII. 

A  valiant  fon  fprings  from  a  valiant  fire  ; 

Their  race  by  mettle  Iprightly  couriers  prove  j 

Nor  can  the  warlike  eagle^i  aitive  iire 

Degenerate  to  form  the  tim'rous  dove.  28 

vrii. 

But  education  can  the  genius  raife. 

And  wile  Initrufticns  native  virtue  aid  ; 

l^'obility  without  theni  is  diigrace. 

And  Honour  is  by  vice  to  fharae  betray \1.  3a 

IX. 
Let  r*ed  Metaurus  iliainM  with  punic  blood, 
Let  mighty  AlUrubal  liibdu'd,  conftis 
Hov/  much  of  empire  and  of  fame  is  ow'd 
By  thee,  O  Rome  !  to  the  Neronian  race.  3(1 

X. 
Of  this  be  wltnels  that  aulpicious  day 
Which,  after  a  long,  black,  tempeftuous  night, 
Firft  fiT-iTd  on  Latium  with  a  milder  ray, 
And  cheerM  our  drooping  hearts  with  dav/ning  light. 

XI. 
Since  the  dire  African,  with  wafteful  Ire,  41 

Rode  ©""er  the  ravag'd  towns  of  Italy, 
A.  thro'  the  pine-trees  flies  the  raging  fire, 
Or  Eurus  o'er  the  vext  Sicilian  fea.  44. 

XII. 
From  this  bright  era,  from  this  profp'rous  field. 
The  Roman  glory  dates  her  rifing  pow'r  5  [wield. 

From    hence     'twas    giv'n   her   conq'rlng    fword    to 
Raife  her  fail'n  gods  and  ruin'd  {brines  reftore.         48 

XIII. 
Thus  Hannibal  at  length  defpairing  fpoke : 
*'  Like  Hags  torav'nous  wolves  an  eaiy  prey 
'*  Our  feeble  arms  a  valiant  foe  provoke, 
**  Whom  to  elude  and  'fcape  were  viclory  :  51 

XIV. 
*'  A  dauntlefs  nation,  that  from  Trojan  fires 
"  Hoitiie  Aufonia,  to  thy  deifin'd  fiiore 
*'  Her  gods,  her  infant  Ions,  and  aged  fires, 
*'  Thro'  angry  leas  and  adverfe  tempeits  bore  59 
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XV. 

'*  As  on  high  Algidus  the  fturdy  oak, 
*'  Whole  Ip reading  boughs  the  axe's  fliarpnefs  feel, 
**  Improves  by  lois,  and,  thriving  with  the  ftroke, 
**  Draws  health  and  vigour  tiom  the  wounding  fteel. 

XVI. 
*'  Not  Kvdra  iprouting;  from  her  mangled  head        6i 
*'  So  tir"'d  the  baffled  force  of  Hercules, 
''  Nor  Thebes  nor  Colchis  fuch  a  monfter  bred, 
*'  Pregnant  of  ills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies.  6+ 

XVII. 
*'  Plunge  her  in  ocean,  like  the  morning  fun, 
**  Brighter  (he  rifes  from  the  depths  below  ; 
*'  To  earth  with  unavailing  ruin  thrown, 
*'  Recruits  her  Ihength  and  foils  the  wond'ring  foe.  68 

XVII  I. 
*'  No  more  of  vi6lory  the  joyful  fame 
*'  Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly  j 
*'  Loil,  loll,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name  ! 
*'  With  Afdrubal  her  hopes  and  fortune  die  !  -jz 

XIX. 
*'  What  fhall  the  Claudian  valour  not  perfonn 
*'  W^hich  pow'r  divine  guards  with  propitious  care, 
"  Which  wifdom  fteers  thro'  all  the  dang'rous  ftorm, 
''  Thro'  all  the  rocks  and  Ihoals  of  doubtful  war!"    76 

PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGY  OF  TIBULLUS. 

TRANSLATED   MDCCXXIX— XXX. 

Dhntias  alius  JuIkio  fihi  cor.gerat  auro. 

LET  others  heap  of  w^ealth  a  (hining  ftore. 
And,  much  poffcfling,  labour  ftill  for  more, 
Let  them,  difquieied  witli  dire  alarms, 
Afpire  to  win  a  dang'rous  famiC  in  arms  j 
Me  tranquil  poverty  fnall  lull  to  rell,  5 

Humbly  iecure  and  indolently  bleit  ; 
Warm'd  by  the  blaze  of  my  own  cheerfjil  hearth, 
I'll  wai^e  the  wintry  hours  in  focial  mirth  j 
In  fummer  pleas'd  attend  to  harveft  toils, 
In  autumn  prefs  the  vineyai'd's  purple  fpoils,  !«► 

G  5 
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And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  bolom  bear 
Some  kid  or  iamb  that  wants  its  mother's  care  : 
With  her  I'll  Celebrate  each  gladrome  day 
When  iwains  their  iportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  • 
With  her  new  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour,  ,5 

And  deck  with  ripen'd  fruits  Pomona's  bow'r. 
At  night  how  foothing  would  it  be  to  hear 
Sate -in  her  arms,  the  tempeli  howling  near, 
Or  while  the  wintry  clouds  their  deluge  pour 
Sramber  alfifted  by  the  beating  /how'?!  20 

Ah!   how  m.uch  happier  than  the  fool  who  braves. 
In  learch  ot  v^eaitb,  the  biacktempex^^uous  waves  ! 
While  I,  contended  with  my  little  ilore, 
In  tedious  voyage  i'eek  no  diilant  (liore, 
But  idly  lolling  on  iome  fliady  feat  23 

Near  cooling  fountains  fhun  the  dogftar's  heat : 
For  what  reward  fo  rich  could  fortune  give 
That  I  by  abfenceiliould  my  Delia  grieve  ? 
Let  great  MeiTalla  (hine  in  martial  toils, 
And  grace  his  palace  with  triumphal  fpOils  ;  30 

Me  beauty  holds  in  ftrcng  tho'  gende  chains. 
Far  from  tumultuous  wlr  and  dufcy  plains. 
W  ith  thee,  my  jcve  !  to  pafs  my  tranquil  days 
How  would  I  flight  ambition's  painful  praiie ! 
How  would  I  joy  with  thee,  my 'love,    to  yoke  •;5 

The  ox,  and  feed  my  folitary  flock  ! 
On  thy  foft  breaft  might  I  but  lean  my  head. 
Flow  downy  fliould  J  think  the  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretch  whofleeps  not  by  his  fair-one's  fide, 
Derefts  the  gilded  couch's  ufelefs  pride,  40 

Nor  knows  his  vi  eary  weeping  eyes  to  clofe, 
Tho'  murm'ring  rill's  invite  him  to  repoie. 
Hard  were  his  heart  who  thee,  my  fair,  could  leave 
For  all  the  honours  profp'rous  war  can  crive, 
Tho'  thro' the  vanquifli'd  eaft  he  fpread  his  fame,  45 
And  Parthian  tyrants  trembled  at  his  name, 
Tho'  bright  in  arms  while  holls  around  him  bleed 
V/ith  martial  pride  he  prefl  his  foaming  fteed. 
No  pomps  like  thefe  my  humble  vows  require  j 
Witk  thee  I'll  live,  and'  in  thy  ai-ms  expire.  5a 
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Thee  may  my  clofmg  eyes  in  death  behold  ! 
Thee  may  my  fa'-'k'ring  hand  yet  ftrive  to  hold  ! 
Then  Delia  !  then  thy  heart  will  melt  in  woe. 
Then  o'er  my  breathleis  clay  thy  tears  will  flow. 
Thy  tears  will  flow,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind,  55 

Nor  doll  thou  think  it  weaknefs  to  be  kind  : 
But  ah  !   fair  m.ourner  !   I  conjure  thee  i'p^re 
Thy  heaving  breads  and  loofe  diflievellM  hair  j 
Woimd  not  thy  form.,  leall  on  th'  Elyiian  coaft 
Tl;y  anguilh  fhould  difturb  my  peaceful  gholl.  60 

But  now  ncr  death  nor  parting  fliould  employ 
Our  ipricrhtlv  thoughts  or  d^mp  our  bridal  joy  : 
We'il  live,  my  Delia  !   and  from  life  remove 
All  care,  all  bus'nefs,  but  delightful  love. 
Old  age  in  vain  thole  pleafures  would  retrieve  65 

Which  youth  alone  can  tafte,  alone  can  give  : 
Then  let  us  fnatch  the  moment  to  be  bleft  ; 
This  hour  is  love's — be  fortune's  all  the  reft.  6S 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHrS, 

IN   KE?v  SICKNESS. 
FROM  TI3ULLU3. 

S':::t  to  a  Frknd  in  a  Lady's  Name. 

SAY,  my  Cerinthus  !  does  thy  tender  breaft 
Feel  the  fame  fev'riih  heats  that  mine  moleft  ? 
Alas  !   I  only  wifh  for  health  again 
Becaufe  I  think  my  lovcr  iliares  my  pain  j 
For  what  v/ould  health  avail  to  wretched  me 
If  you  could  imconcern'd  niy  illnefs  fee  ?  6 

SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS. 

I'M  weary  of  this  tedious  dull  deceit ; 
Mvfelf  I  torture  while  the  world  I  cheat : 
Tho'  prudence  bids  me  ftrive  to  guard  my  fame. 
Love  fees  the  lov^  hypocrify  with  fname  ;  4. 

Love  bids  me  all  confefs,  and  call  thee  mine, 
Worthy  my  heart  as  I  am  worthy  thine  : 
Weaknefs  for  thee  I  will  no  longer  hide  j 
Weaknefs  for  thee  is  "woman'' s  noblell  pride.  % 


So  lyttleton's  poems. 

CATO'S  SPEECH  TO  LABIENUS. 

IN  THE   NINTH  BOOK    Of  LUCAN. 

^ddquai-ii  Labiene  jiibes,  &c. 

WHAT,  Labienus  !  would  thy  fond  defire 
Of  horned  Jove's  prophetic  fhrine  inquire, 
Whether  to  ieek  in  arms  a  glorious  doom 
Or  bafely  live  and  be  a  king  in  Rome  ? 
Itlife  be  nothing  more  than  death's  delay,  5 

If  impious  Force  can  honell  minds  difmay. 
Or  Probity  may  Fortune's  frown  difdain. 
It  well  to  mean  is  all  that  Virtue  can. 
And  right,  dependant  on  itfelf  alone, 
Gains  no  addition  from  fuccefs — 'Tis  known  10 

Fix'd  in  my  heart  thefe  conitant  truths  I  bear. 
And  Ammon  cannot  write  them  deeper  there. 
Our  fouls,  ally'd  to  God,  within  them  feci 
The  fecret  dilates  of  th'  Almighty  will : 
This  is  his  voice,  be  this  our  oracle.  15 

When  firft  his  breath  the  feeds  of  life  inftill'd. 
All  that  we  ought  to  know  was  then  reveal'd. 
Nor  can  we  think  the  Omniprefent  Mind 
Has  Truth  to  Lybia's  deiert  fands  confin'd. 
There  known  to  few  obfcur'd  and  loft  to  lie —  20 

Is  there  a  temple  of  the  Deity, 
Except  earth,  iea,  and  air,  yon  azure  pole, 
And  chief  his  holieft  ftirine  the  virtuous  foul  ? 
Where'er  the  eye  can  pierce  the  feet  can  move. 
This  wide,  this  boundlefs  univerfe,  is  Jove.  25 

Let  abjeft  minds,  that  doubt  bccaufe  they  fear. 
With  pious  awe  to  juggling  priefls  repair  j 
I  credit  not  what  lying  prophets  tell — 
Death  is  the  only  certain  oracle. 
Cowards  and  brave  muft  die  one  deftin'd  hour — 
This  Jove  has  told,  he  needs  not  tell  us  more.  3 1 
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ODE,  IN  IMITATION  OF   PASTOR  FIDO. 

O  prlma-uera  gio-ventu  del  anno. 

WRITTEN  ABROAD  IN   MDCCXXIX. 

PARENT  of  blooming  flow'rs  and  gay  defires. 
Youth  or  the  tender  year,  delightiul  Sprmg ! 
At  whofe  approach  inipir'd  with  equal  fires 
The  am'rous  nighcingale  and  poet  ling  j  4 

II. 
Again,  doft  thou  return,  but  not  with  thee 
Return  the  imiling  hours  I  once  poffell  j 
Bleflings  thou  bring'il  to  others,  but  to  me 
The  lad  remembrance  that  I  once  wasbleft.  8 

III. 
Thy  faded  charms  which  Winter  fnatch'd  away, 
P.tnew'd  in  all  their  former  lullre,  fiiine. 
But  ah  I  no  more  Ihalihaplei's  1  be  gay, 
Or  know  the  vernal  jovs  that  have  been  mine.  12 

IV. 
Tho'  linnets  fmg,  tho'  fiow'']-s  adorn  the  green, 
Tho'  on  their  wings  loft  Zephyrs  fragrance  bear, 
Harlli  is  the  muiic,  jovleis  is  the  fcene. 
The  odour  faint,  for  Delia  is  not  there.  16 

V. 
Cheerlefs  and  cold  I  feel  the  geneal  fun, 
Fi'om  thee  while  ablent  I  in  exile  rove  ; 
Thy  lovely  prefence,  fairell  light !  alone 
Can  warm  my  heart  to  gladneis  and  to  love.  20 
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But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
By  old  IliiTus'  verdant  Gde, 

Deferred  ftream,  and  mute  i 
Wild  Arun  coo  has  heard  thy  ftrains. 
And  Echo,  'midft  thy  native  plains. 
Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 
There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  ihtd 
On  gentle  Otway's  infant  head ; 

To  him  thy  csU  was  ftewn; 
And,   while  he- fung,    the  female  heart, 
^ith  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoii'd  by  art. 
Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 
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LIFE  OF  OTWAY. 

THE  Life  of  Thomas  Otway,  though  he  Is  one  of 
themoft  diftlnguiaied  names  in  the  Britifh  Drama, 
affords  very  little  that  can  give  the  biographer  pleafure 
in  relating,  or  the  reader  in  perilling. 

He  was  born  at  Trottin  in  Sullex,  March  3d,  1651, 
the  fon  of  the  Reverend  Humphrey  Otway,  Reaor  of 
Woolding  in  that  County.  He  received  his  education 
at  Winchefter-fchool,  and  was  entered  a  Commpner  of 
Chrift-church  Oxford,  in  1669,  but  left  the  umverfity 
without  a  degree,  vvhether  from  the  circumlcnbed  Late 
of  his  finances,  or  impatience  of  academical  reftraint,  is 
not  known.  ,     ,       .  . 

It  feems  probable  that  he  was  eager  to  mmgie  with 
the  world,  for  he  went  to  London  and  commenced  aaor,  . 
but  found  himfelf  incapable  of  acquiring  any  reputa- 
tion on  the  ftage.  In  the  Ro/lius  Anghca72us,  written 
by  Downes,  the  prompter,  we  learn  that  it  was  the  cha- 
raaer  of  the  King  in  Mrs.  Behn's  Forced  Marri- 
age, or  the  Jealous  Bridegroom,  which  Otway  attempted 
to  perform  and  failed  in.  This  event  appears  to  have 
happened  in  the  year  167 1.  On  this  circumftance  Dr. 
Tohnfon  has  tlie  following  obfervation  =    .     ,    ,    ^ 

*'  This  kind  of  inability  he  fhared  with  Shakefpeare 
and  Tonfon,  as  he  fhared  likewife  fome  of  their  excel- 
lencies. It  feems  reafonable  to  expea  that  a  great 
dramatic  poetlliould  without  difficulty  become  a  great 
aaor:  that  he  who  can  fee^couldexprefs^and  thathe  who 
could  excite  paffion,  fhould  exhibit  with  great  reaamels 
its  external  modes-But  fmceexperiencehas  tully  proved 
that  of  thofe  powers,  whatever  be  their  aflimty,  one  may 
be  poffeffed  in  a  great  degree  by  him  who  has  very  little 
of  the  other,  it  muft  be  allowedthat  they  depend  up- 
on different  faculties,  or  a  different  ulb  of  the  lame  fa- 
cultv  5  that  the  aaor  muft  have  a  pliancy  ot  mien,  a 
flexibility  of  countenance,  and  a  variety  of  tones,  whicli 
fehc  poet  may  eafilv  be  Rippoied  to  want,  or  that  the  at  • 
^  ^  js^  ^  ten;ion 
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tentionof  the  poet  and  the  player  has  been  difFerently 
employed.  The  one  has  been  conildering  and  the  other 
aamg  j  one  1ms  watched  the  heart,  and^he  other  con- 
templated the  face." 

Though  Otv/ay  could  not  acquire  much  reputation 
as  an  aftor,  the  ipiightlinefs  of  his  converiatlon  and 
tne  acutenefs  of  his  wit  gained  him  the  fevour  of  the 
Earl  of  Plymouth,  one  of  the  natural  fons  of  Charles 
II.  v/ho  procured  him  a  Comets  commlffion  In  fome 
troops  which  then  ferved  In  Flanders.  But  Otv/ay  did 
not  long  retain  his  military  charaaer,  for  he  foon  left 
his  commiiHon  behind  him,  and  returned  to  London  In 
extreme  mdigence,  which  Rochepr  mentions  with  mer- 
cilefs  mfolence  In  his  Sejmi  of  the  Poets. 

«  T°?  Jptw-ay  came  nejtt,  Tom  SSiadweirs  dear  Zaniv 

And  A.Mrs,  for  heroics,  he  writes  beftof  any; 
«  ^^^       '"''^'^  ^'^  pockets  fo  amply  hart  fiUM, 

"  But  ApoiJo  had  feen  his  face  on  the  ilage. 
"  And  orudently  did  not  thi.Jk  fit  to  engage 

The  fcum  of  a  play-houfe,  for  the  prop^of  ar;  age. 

As  he  felt  fuch  powers  as  might  qualify  him  for  a 
dramatic  author,  lie  exchanged  the  chance  of  reaping 
laurels  m  the  field  of  vidory  for  the  equally  uncertain 
and  more  ban-en  laurels  of  poetry,  and  foon  difcovered 
that  wntmg  for  the  ilage  was  the  principal  employment 
that  nature  had  fitted  him  for.  ' 

J  ^f^^i^g^T'^"  J675,  his  twenty-fifth  year,  he  pro- 
duced.f/a^/«^^i, a  Tragedy,  his  fii-ft  performance:  whe- 
ther from  the  Aldbiades  of  Paiaprat  Is  uncertain. 
Don  Cartas  from  which  he  Is  reprefented  as  having  re- 
ceived  fo  much  benefit,  was  performed  the  fame  year. 
It  appears,  by  the  Lampoon,  to  have  great  £\\zct^z,  and 
IS  laid  to  have  run  thirty  nights.  This  however  It  is  rea- 
lonable  to  doubt,  as  fo  long  a  continuance  of  one  play 
upon  the  iiagels  a  very  wide  deviation  from  the  praaice 
of  that  time,  %vhen  the  ardour  for  theatrical  entertain, 
ments  was  not  yet  dlifu  fed  through  the  whole  peopIe,and 
the  audience,  confifting  nearly  of  the  fame  psrfons,couM 
ht  drawn  together  only  by  variery.  In 
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in  1677  he  produced  Tttus  ^nd  ££rt'77lce,  tranfiated 
from  Racine,  with  The  Cheats  of  Scafiu  from  Moliere, 
in  1678  Friendjhipin  fajbion^  a  Comedy,  which  at  Its 
firfl:  reyrerentation  met  with  fucceis  ;  b-at  on  its  revival 
was  hiifedoff  the  ftage  for  immorality  andobfceiiity. 

Dr.  Jobnlbn  with  tmth  obierves  that  "  want  of  mo- 
rals or  of  decency,  did  not  in  thofe  days  exclude  any 
man  from  the  company  of  the  wealthy  and  the  gay,  if 
he  brought  with  him  any  powers  of  enter  talnmeiit  j  and 
Otway  is  faid  to  have  been  at  this  time  a  fev^ciirite  com- 
panion of  the  dilToiute  wits.  But  as  he  who  defires  no 
■9-irtue  in  his  companion  lias  no  virtue  in  hlmfeif,  thofe 
whom  Otway  frequented  hadnopurpoie  of  doing  more 
for  him  than  to  pay  his  reckoning.  They  defired  only 
to  drink  and  iaugh  5  their  fondnefs  was  without  bene- 
volence, and  their  familiarity  without  friendfhip.'''  Men 
of  v/it,  fays  one  of  Otvi^ay^s  biographers,  recelTtd  at  that 
time  no  favour  from  the  great,  but  to  Ihare  their  riots  j 
from  which  they  wc^re  dlfmifTed  to  their  own  narrow 
circumilances-  Thus  they  languiihed  in  pox^erty  with^ 
•..at  the  fupport  of  eminence. 

The  Orphan.  yr^'SA  exhibited  in  i6go.  This  13  one 
of  the  few  plays  that  kept  poffeffion  of  the  ftage,  and 
has  plcaled  for  more  than  a  century,  through  all  tlie 
vklffitudes  of  dramatic  fafi-iion.  Dr.  Johnlon  fays  of 
this  play  "  nothing  new  can  be  faid.  It  is  a  domeftic 
ti-agedy,  di-awn  from  middle  life ;  its  whole  power  is 
upon  the  affeftions  ;  for  it  is  not  written  with  much 
eomprehenfion  of  thought,  or  elegance  of  expreffion  j 
but  if  the  heart  Is  Intereifed,  many  other  beauties  m.ay 
be  wanting,  yet  not  be  miffed.'"  The  fam^e  3/ear  he 
produced  "The  Hifiory  and  Fall  of  Caius  Marius,  in 
virhich  the  characters  of  young  Marius  and  Lwvima 
are  boiTowed  from  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  Shakef- 
peare. 

In  1683  he  produced  The  SoUhr's  Fortune,  2l  Co- 
med)',  which  may  have  been  popular  when  it  was  writ- 
ten, for  licentioufneis  then  polluted  the  court,  the  na- 
tion, and  the  ftage  5  but  it  is  now  entirely  laid  afide. 

In 
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In  1682  appeared  his  great  dramatic  work,  Fenke 
Frefewed,  a  tragedy,  which  has  long  continued  to  be 
a  favourite  of  the  public,  though  there  is  not  a  virtu- 
ous chara6ler  in  it,  but  that  of  Bel-uidera,  and  tlie  ac- 
tion is  abfurdly  divedified  by  fcenes  of  low  comedy. 
So  amazing,  however,  is  the  force  of  his  ikill  in  draw- 
ing the  chara6ters  originally  from  nature,  and  in  blend- 
ing public  and  private  virtues,  that  the  diitrefs  of  Bel- 
videra  melts  every  heart,  and  the  ruffian  on  the  wheel 
is  as  much  an  object  of  pity  as  if  he  had  been 
brought  down  to  that  unhappy  fate  by  fome  ho- 
nourable a6lion.  By  comparing  this  with  his  Or- 
phan,  it  will  appear  that  his  images  were  by  time 
become  ftronger,  and  his  language  more  energetic. 
The  ftriking  paffages  are  in  every  mouth,  and  the 
public  feems  to  judge  rightly  of  the  faults  and  ex- 
cellencies of  this  play,  that  it  is  the  work  of  a  man 
not  attentive  to  decency,  nor  zealous  for  virtue  ;  but 
who  conceived  forcibly,  and  drew  originally,  by  con- 
fulting  nature  in  his  own  breaft. 

In  1684.  was  exhibited  The  Atheiji,  or  The  Second  part 
of  The  Soldiers  Fortune^  a  comedy  j  which  was  his  lad 
dramatic  performance,  and  is  now  defervedly  negleded, 
like  the  ether,  for  licentioufnefs. 

Befides  his  plays,  Otway  publilhed  The  Hijlory  of  the 
Triumfiratey  a  tranflation  from  the  French,  and  the 
poems  in  the  prefent  colleftion.  All  this  was  per- 
fonr.ed  before  he  v/as  thirty  four  years  old  ;  for  he  died 
April  14.,  1685,  in  a  manner  which  humanity  fhudders 
to  mention.  Having  been  compelled  by  his  necefilties 
to  contra6l  debts,  and  hunted,  as  Dr.  Johnibn  expreffes 
it,  by  the  tarriers  of  the  law,  he  retired  to  a  public 
houfe,  on  Tower-hill,  where  he  is  faid  to  have  died 
of  want }  or,  as  it  is  related  by  one  of  his  biographers, 
by  fwallowing,  after  a  long  fall,  a  piece  of  bread  which 
charity  had  fupplied.  He  went  out,  as  is  reported,  al- 
moft  naked,  in  the  rage  of  hunger,  and  finding  a  gen- 
tleman in  a  neighbouring  coffee-houfe,  afked  him  for  a 
bulling.  The  gentleman  gave  him  a  guinea^  and  Ot- 
way, 
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ny,  going  away,  bought  a  roll,  the  firft  moxjlliftd  csf 
^  .hick  choaked  him,  and  put  a  period  to  his  days. 
All  this  we  hope,  for  the  lake  cf  hunranity,  iS  not 
ts:^e5  and  there  is  ground  of  better  hope,  as  Pope, 
'cvho  lived  near  enough  to  be  well  informed,  relates,  in. 
SpBiJce't  Memonah,  that  he  died  of  a  fever,  cayght  by 
vioknt  pur  ill  it  of  a  thief  who  iiad  robbed  one  of  his 
friends.  Whatev-er  may  have  been  the  immediate 
caufe  oi'  his  death,  it  is  certain  tliat  indigence  and  its 
coRcorfiitants,  ibi'i-ow  and  deipondencj-  preiTed  bard 
upon  -him,  and  funk  him  to  the  grave. 

His  melancholy  has  been  wept  by  many  fucceedlng 
poets,  Nvith  the  geu nine  tears  of  lenfibillty,  and  paiti- 
cularly  by  Mr.  Prefton,  in  an  Epijile  to  a  Yoiucg  Gsn- 
iJema/ij  difiuading  him  from  the  iludy  of  poetry,  by  a 
pathetic  enusua/atiou  of  the  mai'tyrs  of  the  iyi"e, 

"  Tlic  ftjpss  of  wsirc  Wnen  faroifti'd  Otvray  bcre, 

"  Oh';  think  wharpaorgs  the  gentle  fpirit  tore ^ 

*'  A«-iice  tomcirrn,  acd  exqiiifite  to'fcei 

*'  How  .<b<rrow  rives  Jiim  wit'n  her  kacri  -of  fteei. 

**  Tliea  brightefl:  ftincy,  foftcft,  kindeft  foul, 

*'  Th«ri  fv/ay'd  the  tragic  nufe  srith  high  control; 

**  And  V«nos  kifs'd  thy  lips,  and  bath''d  tty  ftrain 

*■'  in  psjreft  neftar;  bvt  Ae  bath''d  in  rain. 

♦'  Clttldof  the  G-acesj  nurfliEgof  Tlic  i/wesj 

*'  In  ^onfeleft  beggary  poor  otway  roves. 

■"  Lol  forrie  kind  'nand  ths  tardy  booR  fupyiies, 

**  A  ffcklx  iu-:h-e  fiJls  his  hftliow  eyes  : 

*'  With  trembling  haiie  h«  grafpE  The  =precic«i3  Tneali; 

*«•  The  damps;  of  deatii  tis  w«ary  eye-lids  iJeal." 

Critics  obfervcj  that  like  Shakefpeare  and  Rowe,  the 
genius  of  Otway  was  chiefly  adapted  to  dramatic  com- 
poiltLon,  in  which  he  iiood  \anrivailed  by  his  cotempo- 
raries,  and  lias  aot  been  exceeded  by  his  fucceilorsi 
His  power  upon  the  paffions  ivas  unlimited,  in  his 
dramatic  vmting  j  but  his  reputation  bears  no  d^ree 
of  proportion,  refpeciing  his  poems.  Dr.  Johnlbn  ob- 
ien'^es,  that  he  had  not  much  cultivated  veriification,  nor 
much  repienlfhed  his  mind  with  general  knov/iedge» 
TJie  longefi:  of  his  poems  is  the  Fiiel  s  Ccmplcdnt  of  his 
Mufe^  vvTittcn  in  the  ilyle  and  manner  of  the  Pindaric 
Ode  t  the  iaiunaase  Is  (bmetimes  j^rol's,  arid  the  verli- 
^cation  frequently  inbarmcnio^is-  In  his  IVindf'jT 
CafJe^  his  l©yalty  is  cox^^yicx^oxz^^  and  raauy  of  Llie  lines 

are 
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are  entitled  to  pralfe.  The  Epijile  to  Duke  has  fcme 
Iprightlinels,  and  many  pleafing  flights  of  fancy  j  his 
principal  power  was  in  moving  the  pafTions,  to  which 
Dryden,  in  his  latter  years,  left  an  illuftrious  teilimony. 
In  fine,  his  tragedies  are  the  foundation  of  his  fame, 
on  which  it  is  unneceffary  to  enlarge,  as  the  pathetic 
paffages  are  in  every  mouth,  and  every  reprefentation 
draws  tears  from  the  fairell  eyes  in  the  nation.  He 
appears,  by  fome  of  his  verfes,  to  have  been  a  zealous 
royaliil  and  had  v/hat  was  in  thofe  times  the  commoa 
reward  of  loyalty  j — he  lived  and  died  neglefted. 
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IN  A  MONUMENT  TO  OUR  LATE   SOVEREIGN* 
KING   CHARLES  II. 

OF    EVER    BLESSED    f^EMORY. 


*'  Dum  juga  montis  acer,  fl'jvio';  dMmpifcis  amabit, 
"  Durr.^ue  thyrao  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  cicadE  ; 
*•'  Semper  Honos,  Nomenque  tuum,  LaudeffiuemanebuBt. 
'•'•  Si  canimus  fylvas,  fjivi  fint  Conlule  digns." 

rirgil. 

To  the  immortal  Fame  of  our  la^e  dread  Sovereign  King 
Charles  II.  of  ever  blefled  Memor  Jr ;  and  to  the  facred  Majefty 
of  tlie  moft  auguft  and  mighty  Prince  James  II.  now  by  the 
Grace  of  God  King  of  England,  Scotland,  France,  and  Ireland, 
Defender  or' the  Faith,  &c.  this  following  Poem  is  in  all  hu- 
mility dedicated  by  his  ever  devoted  and  obedient  Subjedl:  and 
Servant,  Tho.  Otway. 


THOUGH  poets  immortality  may  give, 
Aiid  Troy  does  ftill  in  Homer's  numbers  live  : 
How  dare  I  touch  thy  praife,  thou  glorious  frame, 
Which  muft  be  deathlefs  as  thy  raiier's  name  : 
But  that  I,  wanting  fame,  am  fure  of  thine  5 

To  eternize  this  humble  long  of  mine  ? 
At  leaft  the  memory  of  that  more  than  man. 
From  whole  vaft  mind  thy  glories  fu  it  began, 
Shall  ev'n  my  mean  and  worthlefs  verl'e  commend, 
For  wonders  always  did  his  name  attend.  10 

Though  now,  alas  !   in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  Ihall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  fi-om  it  rife. 

Great  were  the  toils  attending  the  comm.and 
Of  an  ungrateful  and  a  ftifF-neck'd  land. 
Which,  grown  too  v/anton,  'caufe  'twas  over-bleft,  15 
Would  never  give  its  nurfing  father  reft^; 
But,  having  fpoil'd  the  edge  of  iil-forg'd  law. 
By  rods  and  axes  had  been  kept  in  awe  ; 
But  that  his  gracious  hand  the  fcepti'e  held. 
In  all  the  arts  of  mildly  guiding  Ikill'd  ;  2Q 

Who  faw  thofe  engines  vidiich  unhinged  us  move, 
Griev'd  at  our  follies  with  a  father's  love, 
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Knew  the  vile  ways  we  did  t'  afliicl  him  take, 
Ar.d  watch'd  what  bafte  we  did  to  rain  make ; 
Yet  wnen  upon  its  brink  we  feemM  to  fcaiid,  25 

i>ent  to  our  luccouv  a  forgiving-  hand. 
Though-  510W,   alas  I  in  the  fad  grave  lie  lies, 
Yet  fhallhis  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  thence  arife, 

Mercy's  indeed  the  attribute  of  heaven, 
For  gods  have  power  to  keep  the  balance  even,  30 

Which  if  kings  loofe,  hov/  can  they  govern  weK  ? 
Mercy  fhould  pardon,  hut  the  fword  compel ; 
CompaiHon'^s  eiie  a  kingdom's  greateii  harm. 
Its  warmth  engenders  rebels  till  thsy  iwarm ; 
And  round  the  throne  themfelves  In  tumults,  fpread,  25 
To  heave  the  crown  from  a  long-iufferer's  head. 
By  example  thi^that  godlike  kiag  once  knew, 
.And  after,  by  experience,  fotrnd  too  true. 
Under  Phiiiftian  lords  we  long  had  mourned. 
When  he,  our  great  deliverer,  returnM ;  4.^ 

But  thence  the  deluge  of  otir  tears  did  eeafe. 
The  Tojzl  dovt  /I">ew"d  «5  fucb  marks  of  peace; 
And  when  this  land  in  blood  he  might  have  laid. 
Brought  balfam  for  th^e  v/ound&  oarfelves  had  made. 
ThoBgh  now,  alas  !  in  the  fad  grave  he  iie-3,  45 

Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laareis  from  it  life. 

Then  matrons  blefs'd  him  as  he  pafs'd  along, 
And  triumph  eclio'd  through  th''  enfranchised  througj 
On  his  each  band  his  royal  brothers  fhone, 
Like  two  liipporters  of  Great  Britain's  throne ;         50 
The  firft,  for  deeds  of  an-ns,  renov/n'd  as  far 
As  Fame  e'er  ikvv  to  tell  great  tales  of  war  j 
Of  nature  generous,  and  of  ftedfaft  ra.ii'd. 
To  flattery  deaf,  bat  ne'ev  to  merit  blind, 
Referv'd  in  pleafures,  but  in  dangers  bold,  55 

Youthful  in  actions,  and  in  corida<51  old. 
True  to  his  friends,  find  watchful  o'er  his.  foes^ 
And  a  jnft  value  upon  each  beftov/s.: 
Slow  to  condemn,  nor  partial  to  commend. 
The  brave  man's  patron,  and  the  wrong'd  rnan^s  friencU 
Now  juftly  feated  on  th'  imperial  throne,  6  i 

3n  wliich  high  fphere  no  brighter  ftar  e\n'  fhoaei 


Virtue's ^eat  patteiTs,  and  reb-eil ion's  Ji-ead^ 
J.oTrg  may  be  live  to  bruife  that  ferpent' s-  head, 
Tili  ali  hLs  roes  th^ir  juft  confulioii  ineet,  65 

Aud  grow-i  and  pise  beceatb  his  mighty  feet  I 

The  iecoTid;  for  debates  in  council  Hh 
Of  fttady  jijagment  and  deep  piercing  ^nt : 
To  all  the  nobleft  heights  of  kai-nmg  bred, 
Both  men  and  books  wiih  GUi-io-.3s  fear  eh  had  iread ;  70 
Fathom'd  the  sncieat  policies  of  Greece^ 
And  having  forni'd  from  all  on?  curious  pleiei- 
Learnt  tbence  what  fprings  bell  move  and  guide  2  ilate. 
And  co-aid  with  eaie  direft  the  heavy -sveight. 
j^iit  our  tilen  angry  fate  great  Glo'iler  ieiz'd,  T-S 

And  never  fince  feem'd  perftftly  appear  d  j 
For  oh  !  vi'hat  pity,  people  bleis'd  as  we 
With  pkaity>  peace,  and  noble  liberty. 
Should  fo  much  of  onr  old  difeafe  retain, 
T©  Kiake  us  fiu-feit  into  flaves  again  b  Ss- 

Slaves  to  thofe  tyrant  iortls  whole  yoke  we  borr. 
And  ferv'd  fo  bafe  a  bondage  to  before; 
Yet  'twas  our  curfe,  that  bleffings  fiowM  too  fafr^ 
Or  we  had  appetites  too  coarCe  to  tafte. 
I?ond  Iiraelites,  our  manna  toref>3re,  ^^S. 

And  Egypvt^s  loathfome  flefe-pots  m-ai~mirlng  chufe. 
Great  Charles  lav/  this,  yet  hufh\l  his  riiiDg  breafc. 
Though  much  the  lion  in'his  bofcm  preft : 
But  he  for  fway  feem'd  ib  by  nature  made,  ^ 
Ti^-at  his  own  paflions  knew  him,  and  obey'd :  9^ 

Maftcv  of  them,  he  foften'd  his  command, 
1  he  fvvord  of  rule  fearce  tlireaten'd  In  his  hand  i 
Stern  m?J€ftyi?pon his  brow  might  fit, 
Bur  fmiles,  fail  playing  round  it,  made  it  fvTeet ; 
Jk>  finely  mix't,  had  Nature  dar'd  t'  aftord        ^         SS 
One  leaft  perfeaion  more,  each  had  been  ador'd, 
■\Ievc-iful,  juft,  good -natur'd,  hberal,  brave. 
Witty,  and  pleafure's  friend,  yet  not  her  flave  y 
The  paths  oflife  by  nobleft  methods  trod  j 
Of  mortal  moid,  but  in  his  mind  a  god.  'Jo^ 

Though  now  alas !   in  the  fad  grave  he  lies^,        ^     _  ^ 
Yet  Iktll  bis  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  £om  it  nis^ 
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In  this  great  mind  long  be  his  cares  revolvM, 
And  long  it  v.-as  ere  the  great  mind  refolv'd : 
Till  wearin^fs  at  lait  his  thoughts  compos'd*;  loc 

Peace  was  the  choice,  and  their  debates  were'cIosM 
But  oh ! 

Through  all  this  Ifle,  where  it  feems  moftdefijrnM, 
IVothing  fo  hai-d  as  wifh'd-for  peace  to  find. 
The  elements  due  order  here  maintain,  j  jq 

And  pay  their  tribute  in  of  warmth  and  rain  : 
Cool  fliades  and  (Iream.s,  rich  fertile  lands  abound. 
And  Nature's  bounty  flows  the  feafons  round. 
But  we,  a  wretched  race  of  m.en,  thus  bleft,  ' 
Of  lo  much  happinefs  (if  known,  poffeft)  1 1  ^ 

Mlftaking  every  nobleft  ufe  of  lile, 
Left  beauteous  Quiet,  that  kind,   tender  wife, 
For  the  unwholeibme,  brawling  harlot,  Strife. 
The  m.an  in  power,   by  wild  ambition  led, 
Envy'd  all  honours  on  another's  head;  j^q 

And  to  fupplant  fome  rival,  by  his  pride 
Embroii'd  that  ftate  his  wlfdom  ought  to  guide. 
The  priefts,  who  humble  temperance  Ihould  polfers. 
Sought  fdken  robes  and  fat  voluptuous  eafe  ; 
So,  vv'ith  fmali  labours  in  the  vineyard  fhown,  125 

Foi-fook  God's  harveft  to  improve  their  own. 
That  dark  asnigma  (yet  unriddled)  law, 
Inftead  of  doing  right,  and  giving  awe, 
Kept  open  lifts,  and  at  thenoifybar, 
Four  times  a  year  proclaimed  a  civil  war,  1,0 

Where  daily  kinfman,  father,  fon,  and  brother. 
Might  damn  their  fouls  to  i-uin  one  another. 
Hence  cavils  rofe  'gainft  Heaven's  and  Cxiar's  caufe, 
From  falie  religions  and  corrupted  laws  j 
Till  fo  at  laft  rebellions  bafe  was  laid,  135 

And  God  or  king  no  longer  were  obey'd. 

But  that  good  angel,  xvhok  formounting  power 
Waited  great  Charles  in  each  emergent  hour, 
Againil  v.^hofe  care  hell  vainly  did" decree. 
Nor  fafler  could  defign  than  that  forefee,  34.0 

Guarding  the  crown  upon  his  facred  brow 
From  ail  its  blacked  arts,  was  with  him  acnv, 
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AfTur'd  him  peace  mxill  be  for  him  defio-n'd. 
For  he  was  born  to  give  it  all  mankind. 
By  patience,  mercies  large,  and  many  toils,  145 

In  his  own  realms  to  calm  inteftine  broils. 
Thence  every  root  of  diicord  to  remove, 
And  plant  us  new  %vith  unity  and  love. 
Then  ftretch  his  healing  hands  to  neighbouring  fliores, 
"Where  flaughter  rages,  and  vi?ild  rapine  roars  j      1 50 
To  cool  their  fennents  with  the  charms  of  peace, 
Who,  fo  their  madnefs  and  their  rage  might  ceafe. 
Grow  all  (embracing  what  fuch  frienihip  brings) 
Like  us  the  people,  and  like  him  their  kings. 
But  now,  alas  !  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies,  155 

\  et  fhall  his  praile  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

For  this  affurance  pious  thanks  he  paid  j 
Then  in  his  mind  the  beauteous  model  laid. 
Of  that  majefiic  pile,  where  oft,  his  care 
A-vvhile  forgot,  he  might  for  eaie  repair  :  160 

A  feat  for  fweet  retirement,  health,  and  love, 
Britain's  Olympus,  where,  like  awful  Jove, 
He  pleas'd  could  fit,  and  his  regards  bellow 
On  the  vain,  bufy,  fwarming  v\^orld  below. 
E'en  I,  the  m.eaneit  of  thofe  humble  fwains,  165 

Who  fang  his  praifes  tlircugh  the  fertile  plains. 
Once  in  a  happy  hour  was  thither  led, 
Curious  to  fee  what  Fame  fo  far  had  fpread. 
There  tell,  my  mule,  what  wonders  tiiou  didfc  find. 
Worthy  thy  fong,  and  his  celeilial  mind.  170 

'Twas  at  that  joyful  hallowed  day's  return, 
On  which  that  man  of  miracles  v/as  born. 
At  whofe  great  birth  appear'd  a  noon-day  ftar. 

Which  prodigy  foretold  yet  mc-nrmorej 
Did  ihange  efcapes  from  dreadful  Fate  declare,        175 

Nor  fliin'd,  bat  for  one  greater  king  before. 
Though  now  alas  !   in  the  lad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

f^or  this  great  day  were  equal  joys  pr,epar'd. 
The  voice  of  triumph  on  the  hills  was  heard  ;  180 

Redoubled  fhoutings  wak'd  the  echo's  round, 
And  cheerful  bowis  with  loyal  vows  were  crown'd. 


t^  Otwat's  poems; 

Butj  above  ail,  within  thofe  iofty  towers, 
Wkere  glorious  Charles  then  fpent  his  kappj'  h.(jf2rt, 
Jcxr  wore  a  Ib-lemK,  though  2.  ilniiing  face  j  5S5 

'Twas  gay,  'but  yet  majeliic  as  the  place  5 
Tell  thea,  ray  raufe,  what  wonders  theu  didJi  fojsd 
Worthy  thy  long  and  his  cekttialrairid. 

Within  a  gate  of  lirengh,  whole  aiicierit  frame 
Has  outyrorn  Time,  and  the  records  of  Fame,        sja 
A  reverend  *  dome  there  ftands,  %Ther£  twice  eachdiy 
Aflembling  prophets  their  devotions  pay. 
In  prayers  acd  hymns  to  heaven's  eLemal  king. 
The  cornet,  fiute,  aud  ih.?.\mm,  affiliing  as  thsy  Sng. 
Here  Urael'^s  mylHc  llatutes  they  recoyat,  £95 

From  the  firft  tables  of  the  holy  n^.o\inty 
To  the  blell  gofpel  of  that  glorious  Lord, 
Whole  precious  death,  falvation  has  reftor'd. 
Here  fpeak,  sny  mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find 
Worl'hy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  raiad.  ■  zae 

Within  this  donae  a  ihining  f  chapersrais"'d. 
Too  nobk  to  be  well  defcrib'd  or  prais'd. 
Before  the  door,  rixM  in  sn.  awe  profound, 
I  flood,  and  gaz'd  with  pleafing  woruler  ro-und, 
WJien  one  approach''d  vv'lio  bore  much  ibber  grace,  2;o5 
Order  and  cereioiony  In  liis  face ; 
A  threatening  rod  did  his  dread  right  hand  poize, 
A  badge  of  rule  and  terror  o'er  the  boys ; 
His  ieic  a  maiTy  bunch  of  keys  did  Iwa-jf 
3Re£idy  CO  open  all  to  all  that  pay-  2:50 

This  courteous  fquirej  obfeifing  how  amazed 
My  eyes  betray 'd  n^e  as  they  wildly  gas'd. 
Thus  gently  fpoke:  '*  Thofe  banners  J  raisM os h'^k, 
•"*  Betoken  nobi^  vows  of  chivalry  ^ 
^^  Which  here  their  heroes  with  ixli-gicsi  laakc,       21 1 
^*  When  tbey  the  ^nfigKs  of  thiai  ox-<kr  L-akc."'' 
Theri  in  due  method  made  me  under fi:and 
What  honoxir  fanfd  St.  Ciorge  had  done  oar  land :. 
IVhat  toils  he  ranquifaM,  virb.  what  moriilers  tlrore  j 
Wiiofe  chanipjons  fince  for  virtue,  truth,  and  IcvCf  Z2  3 

«  St.  Gearge's  Ch-arc?)-  -J-  au  Genrse"'s  CiapsJ; 

1  O^Lhe  Kaieits  oi.iUe  eairrer. 
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Hang  here  their  trophies,  while  their  generous  arms 

Keep  wrong  luppreitj  and  innocence  from  harms. 

At  this  m'  amazement  yet  did  greater  grow, 

For  I  had  been  told  ail  virtue  was  but  fnow  5 

That  oft  bold  villany  had  bell  iuccefs,  215 

As  if  its  ufe  were  more,  nor  m.erit  lefs. 

But  here  I  faw  how  it  rewarded  fhin'd, 

Tell  on,  my  mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find 

Worthy  thy  fong  and  Charles's  mighty  mind. 

I  tum\l  around  my  eyes,  and,  lo,  *  a  cell,  230 

Where  m.elancholy  ruin  ieera'd  to  dwell, 
The  door  unhing'd,  without  or  bolt  or  ward, 
Seem'd  as  what  loJg'd  within  found  fmall  regard. 
Like  fom^e  old  den,  Scarce  vifited  by  day,  _ 
Where  dark  oblivion  lurk'd  and  watcli'd  for  prey.  235 
Here,  in  a  heap  of  confused  wafte,  I  found 
Neglefted  hatchments  tumbled  on  the  ground  j 
The  Ipoils  of  Time,  and  triumph  of  that  fate 
Which  equally  on  all  mankind  does  wait : 
The  hero,  leveird  in  his  hum.ble  grave,  240 

With  other  men,  was  now  nor  great  nor  brave  5 
While  here  his  trophies,  like  their  mailer,  lay. 
To  darknefs,  worms,  and  rottennefs,  a  prey. 
Urg'd  by  iuch  thoughts  as  guide  the  truly  great, 
Perliaps'his  fate  he  did  in  battle  meet  j  245 

Fell  in  his  prince's  and  his  country' '^^  - 


s  c 


aufe 


But  what  is  recompence?  A  fnort  applaufe. 
Which  he  ne'er  hears,  his  memor^^  may  grace. 
Till,  foon  forgot,  another  takes  his  place. 

And  happy  that  man's  chance  who  falls  in  tune,  25© 
Ere  yet  his  Virtue  be  become  his  pride  5 
Ere  his  abus'd  desert  be  cali'd  his  crime. 
Or  fools  and  viilains  on  his  ruin  ride. 
But  truly  bleft  is  he,  whofe  foul  can  bear 
The  wrongs  of  fate,  nor  think  them  worth  his  care; 
W  hole  mind  no  difappointment  here  can  (hake,      2  5  6 
Who  a  true  eitimate  of  life  does  make, 

*  Anold  iOe  in  the  chvrrh,  where  the  banner  of  »  dsaS  kBlgM  ii  r?.:r.eH, 
V}  e»  afiOUier  faci,€«as  hiE-.. 

3  3 


Kkows  "tis  imcercain,  frail,  and  will  have  endj 

■So  to  .that  proipea  ilill  his  thoughts  do  hend^ 

Who,  though  his  right  a  ftronger  power  invade,    sg® 

Though  fate  opprefs,  and  no  man  s:iv£  him  aid, ' 

Cheer'd  with  th'  alTjraRce  that  he  there  Oiall  find 

ReCt  from  all  toils,  and  no  remorfe  of  mi^d  9 

Can  Fortune's  fraiies  dei'pife,  her  frxtv/nsbut-brave, 

For^  who's  a  prince  or  beggar  in  the  grave  ?  2^^ 

But  if  immortal  any  thing  remain, 
Repice,  n)^y,Mule,  and  ftrive  that  end  to  gain. 
Thou  kind  diffolver  of  encixaching  care, 
And  eaie  of  every  bitter  weight  I  bear. 
Keep  fr-om  my  foul  repining,  while  I  fmg  a;5 

The  praile  and  honour  of  this  glorious  kin^  ; 
And  farther  tell  what  wonders  thou  didil  find 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  cekllial  mind. 

Beyond  the  Dome  a  *  lofty  tower  appears. 
Beauteous  in  ftrengLh,  the  work  of  iong-paft  years,  275 
Old  as  his  noble  ftem,  who  there  bears  Iway, 
And,  like  his  loyalty,  without  decay. 
This  goodly  ancient  frame  looks  as  it  flood 
The  mother  pile,  and  all  the  reft  her  brood. 
So  careful  watch  ieems  pioufly  to  keep,  iS» 

V/hile  underneath  her  wings  the  mighty  ileep  ; 
And  they  may  reft,  Unce  f  Norfolk  there  commands, 
Safe  ni  his  faithful  heart  and  Taliaiu  hands. 

But  now  appears  the  J  beauteous  feat  of  Peace, 
Large  of  extent,  and  lit  for  goodly  eafe ;  2.?  5 

Where  noble  order  ftrikes  the  gi-eedy  fight 
With  wonder,  as  it  fills  it  with  delight ; 
The  maffy  wails  feem,  as  the  womb  of  earch. 
Shrunk  when  fbch  mighty  quarries  thence  had  birth  - 
Or  by  the  Theban  founder  they  'd  been  rais'd,        2  90 
And  in  his  powerful  numbers  ihould  be  praisM  : 
Such  firength  without  does  eveiy  wliere  abound, 
IVithin  fuch  glory  and  fuch  fplendor^s  found. 
As  man's  united  fkill  had  there  combin'd 
T'  exprefs  what  one  great  genius  had  defign'd.      29  ? 

*  The  Caftle.  f  The  VuU  of  Norfolk,  C«Gftabie  ef  Winifor  Cafiie 
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Thus,  when  the  happy  world  Auguftus  fway'd, 
Knowledge  was  cherifh'd,  and  improvement  made  j 
Leanihig  and  arts  his  empire  did  adorn, 
Nor  did  there  one  neglected  virtue  mourn  ; 
But,  at  his  call,  from  fartheft  nations  came,  300 

While  the  immortai  jVIuies  gave  him  fame. 
Though  when  her  far-ibctch'd  empire  flourifliM  moft, 
Ro^r.e  ne^-er  yet  a  work  like  this  could  boaft  : 
No  Caefar  e'er  like  Charles  his  pomp  exprefs'd. 
Nor  ever  were  his  nations  half  fo  blell :  305 

Though  new  (alas  !)  in  the  lad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  ihall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

Here,  as  all  nature's  v/ealth  to  court  him  preft, 
Seem'd  to  attend  him  Plenty,  Peace,  andReil. 
Through  all  the  lofty  roofs  *  defcrib'd  we  find       310 
The  toils  and  triumphs  of  his  god-like  mind : 
A  theme  that  might  the  nobleft  fancy  warm. 
And  onlv  fit  for  f  h:>  who  did  perform. 
The  walls  adom'd  with  richcft  wove\"i  gold. 
Equal  to  what  in  temples  fliin'd  of  old;  3  r  5 

Grac'd  well  the  luftre  of  his  royal  eale, 
Whofeempire  reached  throughout  the  wealthy  feas  ; 
Eaie  which  he  wiftrlv  choie,  when  raging  anns 
Kept  neighbouring  nations  waking  v.'ith  alarms  : 
For  when  wars  troubled  her  foft  iountains  there,    320 
She  fweird  her  ftreams,  and  fiowM-in  falter  here  5 
With  her  came  Plentv,  till  our  iile  feem'd  blefs'd 
As  Canaan's  fhore,  where  IfraePs  fons  found  reft. 
Therefore,  when  cruel  fpoilers,  who  have  hurl'd 
Wafte  and  confufion  through  the  wretched  world,  325 
To  after-times  leave  a  great  hated  name, 
The  praife  of  P^ace  Ihail  wait  on  Charles's  fame  ; 
His  country's  father,  through  whofe  tender  care. 
Like  a  lull'd  babe  fhe  flept,  and  knew  no  fear  ; 
Who,  when  fli'  offended,  oft  would  hide  his  eyes,   330 
Nor  lee,  becanfe  it  griev'd  him  to  challize, 
Sat  if  iiibmiilion  brought  her  to  his  feet, 
Wiih  vv^hat  true  joy  the  penitent  he'd  meet ! 

•  T;-.e  Paiatin;?  i«ne  ky  f  Th«  Sieur  V^rrio,  y-'j-.  Mijefly's  cSief  Piiater, 
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How  would  his  love  Hill  with  his  juftice  ftrlve  \ 
How  parent-like,  hoA'  fondly  he'd  forgive !  3^5 

But  now,  alas  !   in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  forever  live,  and  laurels  from  It  rife. 

Since  after  all  thofe  toils  through  which  he  Itrove 
By  every  art  of  moft  endearing  love, 
For  his  reward  he  had  his  Britain  found,  34.0 

The  awe  and  envy  of  the  nations  round. 
Mule,  then  fpeak  more  what  wonders  thou  didft  find 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  mind. 
Tell  now  what  emulation  may  infpire. 
And  warm  each  Britifn  heart  with  vv'arlike  fire  j      34.5 
Call  all  thy  filters  of  the  facred  hill, 
And  by  the  painter's  pencil  guide  my  quill  5 
Defcribe  that  lofty  monumental  *  hall, 
Where  England's  triumph's  grace  the  fhining  wall. 
When  (lie  led  captive  kings  from  conquer'd  GauL 
Here  when  the  fons  of  Fame  their  leader  meet,        351 
And  at  their  feafts  in  pompous  order  fit. 
When  the  glad  fparkling  bowl  infpires  the  board, 
And  high-iais'd  thoughts  great  tales  of  wai"  afford. 
Here  as  a  leflbn  may  their  eyes  behold  555 

What  their  viilorious  fathers  did  of  old  4 
When  their  proud  neighbours  of  the  Gallic  fliorc 
Trembled  to  hear  the  Engliih  lion  roar. 
Here  may  they  fee  how  good  old  f  Edward  fat. 
And  did  his  t  glorious  fon's  arrival  wait,  360 

When  from  the  fields  of  vanquifh'd  France  he  came, 
Follov/'d  by  fpoils,  and  ufher'd  in  by  Fame. 
In  golden  chains  he  their  quell'd  monarch  led. 
Oh,  for  fuch  laurels  on  another  head  ! 
Unfoil'dwith  fioth,  nor  yet  o'ercloy'd  with  peace,  365 
We  had  not  then  karn'd  the  loofearts  of  eale. 
In  our  own  climes  our  vigorous  youth  vv'ere  nurs'd. 
And  with  no  foreign  education  curft. 
Their  northern  metal  was  preferv'd  with  cai"e. 
Nor  fent  for  foftening  into  hotter  air.  370 

»  where  St.  George's  Feaft  is  kept. 
t  Edward  III. 
%  The  Black  Prioce. 
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Nor  did  they  as  now  from  fruitlefs  travels  come 
With  tollies,  vices,  and  difeales  home  j 
But  in  full  purity  of  health  and  mind 
Kept  up  the  noble  virtues  of  their  kind. 
Had  not  falie  fenates  to  thole  ills  difpos'd  375 

Which  long  had  England's  happinei's  opposM 
With  ftubborn  faftion  and  rebellious  pride, 
All  means  to  fuch  a  noble  end  deny'd, 
To  Britain,  Charles  this  glory  had  reftor'd, 
And  thole  revolted  nations  ownM  their  lord;  380 

But  now,  alas  !  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fhall  his  praifefor  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rile. 

And  now  furvey  what's  open  to  our  view. 
Bow  down  all  heads,  and  pay  devotion  due. 
The  *  temple  by  this  hero  built  behold,  385 

A<lorn'd  with  carvings,  and  o'erlaid  with  gold  j 
Whofe  radiant  roof  fuch  glory  does  difplay. 
We  think  we  fee  the  heaven  to  which  we  pray  j 
So  well  the  artift's  hand  has  there  declined 
The  merciful  redemption  of  mankind  j  390 

The  bright  afeenfion  of  the  Son  of  God, 
When  back  through  yielding  ikies  to  heaven  he  rode, 
With  lightning  round  his  head,  and  thunder  where  he 
Thus  when  to  Charles,  as  Solomon,  was  given    [trod* 
Wifdom,  the  greateft  gift  of  bounteous  heaven  j       395 
A  houfe  like  his  he  built,  and  temple  raised, 
Where  his  Creator  might  be  fitly  prais'd  ; 
With  riches  too  and  honours  was  he  crovvnM, 
Nor,  whiiiL  he  liv'd,  was  there  one  like  him  found- 
Therefore  what  once  to  IfraePs  lord  was  faid,         406 
When  Sheba's  queen  his  glorious  court  furvey \i. 
To  Charles's  fame  for  ever  fnail  remain. 
Who  did  as  wond'rous  things,  whodid  as  greatly  reign, 
*'  Happy  were  they  who  could  before  him  Itand, 
"  And  law  the  wifdom  of  his  dres'^'commaiid  j"    405 
For  heaven  refolv'd,  that  much  above  the  reft 
Of  other  nations  Britain  fhouldbe  bleft. 
Found  him  when  banifh'd  from  his  facred  right, 
Tj-y'd  his  great  foul,  and  in  it  took  delights 

*  The  Ciiapel  at  the  end  of  the  hall. 
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Then  to  his  throne  in  triumph  him  did  bring,  41* 

"Where  nev^r  rurd  a  wifer,  juicer  kln^. 
But  now  (alas  !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies, 
Yet  (liall  has  praiie  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

Thus  far  the  painter's  hand  did  guide  the  Mufe, 
Now  let  her  lead,  nor  will  he  fure  refuie.  415 

Two  kindred  arts  they  are,  fonear  ally'd. 
They  oft  have  by  each  other  been  fupplyM. 
Therefore,  great  man  !  when  next  thy  thoughts  incline 
The  v/orks  of  Fame,  let  this  be  the  Adxgn  : 
As  thou  could  heft  great  Charles's  glory  (how,         42  o 
Shew  how  he  fell,  and  whence  the  fatal  blow. 

In  a  large  fcene,  may  give  beholders  awe. 
The  meeting  of  a  numerous  fenate  draw  1 
Over  their  heads  a  black  diltsmperM  fky. 
And  through  the  air  let  grinning  Furies  fly.  425 

Charged  with  commilTions  cf  infernal  date. 
To  raife  fell  difcord  and  inteftine  hate  ; 
From  their  foul  heads  let  them  by  handfuls  tear 
The  uglieft  Ihakes,  and  beil-lovM  favourites  there. 
Then  whirl  them  (fpouting  venom^as  they  fall)        ^  3* 
"■Mongft  the  aflembled  numbers  of  the  hall  5 
There  into  murmuring  bofoms  let  them  go. 
Till  their  infeftion  to  confufion  grow ; 
Till  fuch  bold  tumults  and  diforders  rife,  [/kles. 

As  when  the  impious  fonsbfearthaflaird  the  threatened 
But  then  let  mighty  Charles  at  diftance  (tand,      43-5 
His  crown  upon  his  head,  and  fceptre  in  his  hand  j 
To  fend  abroad  his  word,  or  with  a  frown 
Repel,  and  da/li  th'  afpiring  rebels  dovvni : 
Unable  to  behold  his  dreaded  ray,  440 

Let  them  grow  blhid,  dilperfe,  and  reel  away  ; 
Let  the  dark  fiends  the  troubled  air  forfake, 
And  all  new  peaceful  order  feem  to  take. 
But,  oh,  imagine  Fate  t'  have  waited  long 
An  hour  like  this,  and  mingled  in  the  throng,         445 
Kcus'd  with  thofe  furies  from  her  feat  below, 
1  *  have  v/atch'd  her  only  time  to  give  the  blow : 
When  cruel  cares,  by  faithlefs  fubjefts  bred. 
Too  clofely  prefsM  his  facred  peaceful  head  j 
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With  them  t"'  have  pointed  her  dellroying  dart,        450 
And  through  the  brain  found  paffage  to  the  heart. 
Deep-wounding  plagues  avenging  heaven  beftow 
On  thoie  curs'd  heads  to  whom  this  lofs  we  owe ! 
On  all  who  Charles's  heart  aiBiflion  gave, 
And  fent  him  to  the  forrows  of  the  grave  !  4.55 

Now,  painter,  (if  thy  griefs  can  let  thee)  draw 
The  faddeft  fccnes  that  weeping  eyes  e'er  faw  ; 
How  on  his  royal  bed  that  woeful  day 
The  much-lamented  mighty  monarch  lay  ; 
Great  in  his  fate,  and  ev'n  o'er  that  a  king,  460 

No  terror  could  the  Lord  of  Terrors  bring. 
Through  many  fteady  and  well-managed  years 
He'd  arm'd  his  mind  'gainft  all  thofe  little  fears 
Which  common  mortals  want  the  power  to  hide, 
When  their  mean  (culs  and  valued  clay  divide.       465 
He'd  ftudy'd  well  the  worth  of  life,  and  knew 
Its  troubles  many,  and  its  bleflings  few : 
Therefore  unmov'd  did  Death's  approaches  fee, 
And  grew  fo  familiar  with  his  de(linv  ; 
Like  an  acquaintance  entertainVi  his  fate,  470 

Who,  as  it  knew  him,  feem'd  content  to  wait, 
Not  as  his  gaoler,  but  his  friendiv  gi.iide. 
While  he  for  his  great  journey  did  provide. 

Oh  couldit  thou  exprefs  the  veaniin2;3  of  his  mind 
To  his  poor  mourning  people  left  behind !  575 

But  that  I  fear  will  ev'n  thy  fsill  deceive. 
None  but  afoul  like  his  fuch  goodnefs  could  conceive. 
For  though  a  ftubborn  race,  deferving  ill, 
Yet  vvcuid  he  fnew  himfelf  a  father  ftill. 
Therefore  he  chofe  for  that  peculiar  care,  4S0 

His  crown^s,  his  virtue's,  and  his  mercy's  heir. 
Great  James,  who  to  his  throne  does  now  fucceed, 
And  charg'd  him  tenderly  his  flocks  to  feed  j 
To  guide  them  too,  too  apt  to  nm  aftray. 
And  keep  the  foxes  and  the  wolves  away.  4S5 

Here,  painter,  if  thou  canft,  thy  art  improve. 
And  fhew  the  wonders  of  fraternal  love ; 
How  mourning  James  by  fading  Charles  did  (land. 
The  dying  gi-aiping  the  furviving  hand  j 
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How  round  eachother^s  necks  their  arms  they  cafi,  490 
Moan'd  with  endearing  murmurings,  and  ernbrac'd  j 
And  of  their  parting  pangs  fuch  marks  did  2:ive, 
'Twas  hard  to  guels  which  yet  could  longeiriive. 
Both  their  fad  tongues  quite  loft  the  power  to  ipeak. 
And  their  kind  hearts  feemM  both  prepared  to  break. 

Here  let  thy  curious  pencil  next  diiplay,  45*5 

How  round  his  bed  a  beauteous  offspring  lay, 
With  their  great  father's  blefiing  to  be  crown \i, 
Like  young  fierce  lions  ftretch'd^upon  the  ground. 
And  in  majefcic  filent  forrow  drown'd.  cqo 

This  done,  iuppofe  the  ghaftly  minute  nigh. 
And  paint  the  griefs  of  the  fad  ifanders-by  5 
Th'  unweary'd  reverend  father's  pious  care, 
Offering  (as  oft  as  tears  coudd  ftop)  a  prayer. 
Of  kindred  nobles  drav/  a  forrowing  train,  50  c 

Whofe  looks  may  fpeak  how  much  they  fhar'd  his  pain  j 
How  from  each  groan  of  his,  deriving  fmart, 
Each  fetched  another  from  a  tortured  heart. 
Mingled  with  tliefe,  his  faithful  fervants  place. 
With  diff-i-ent  lines  of  woe  in  every  face  j  «;  10 

With  downcaft  heads,  fwoln  breafts,and  ftreamingeyes. 
And  fighs  that  mount  in  vain  the  unrelenting  Ikies. 

But  yet  there  ftill  remains  a  talk  behind,  ° 
In  which  thy  readieft  art  may  labour  find. 
At  dift ance  let  the  mourning  queen  appear,  5 1 5 

(But  where  fad  news  too  foon  may  reach  her  ear  j) 
r)eicribe  her  proftrate  to  the  throne  above. 
Pleading  with  prayer  the  tender  caufe  of  love  : 
Shew  troops  of  angels  hovering  from,  the  Iky, 
(For  they,  whene'er  fne  calPd,  were  always  nigh)  ?  c2o 
Let  them  attend  her  cries,  and  hear  her  moan, 
With  looks  of  beauteous  fadnefs,  like  her  own, 
Becauie  they  know  her  lord's  great  doom  is  feal'd. 
And  cannot  (though  flie  aiks  it)  be  repeal'd. 

By  this  time  think  the  work  of  Fate  is  done,       525 
So  any  farther  fad  defcription  (hun. 
Shew  him  not  pale  and  breathlefs  on  his  bed, 
''T'-yould  make  all  gazers  on  thy  art  fall  dead  , 
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And  thou  thyfelf  to  luch  a  icene  of  woe 
Add  a  new  piece,  and  thy  own  ilatue  grow.  530 

Wipe  the.-efore  all  thy  pencils,  and  prepare 
To  draw  a  prcfpecl  now  of  clearer  air. 
Paint  in  an  eaftern  fky  new  dawning  day, 
And  there  the  embryos  of  time  dilplay  j 
The  forms  of  many  liniling  yeara  to  come^  535 

Jul!  ripe  for  birth,  and  labouring  from  their  womb  j 
E^^ch  ilruggling  which  fhall  eiderfhip  obtain, 
To  be  iirlf  graced  with  mighty  James's  reign. 
Let  the  dread  monarch  on  his  throne  appear. 
Place  too  the  charming  partner  of  it  there.  540 

-O'er  his  their  wings  let  Fame  and  Triumph  fpread, 
And  Ibft-ey'd  Cupids  hover  o'er  her  head  j 
In  his,  paint  Irniling,  yet  majeilic  grace. 
But  all  the  wealth  of  beauty  in  her  face. 
Then  from  the  different  corners  of  the  earth  545 

Defcribe  applauding  nations  coming  forth, 
Jlom.age  to  pay,  or  humble  peace  to  gain, 
And  own  aufpicious  omens  from  his  reign. 
Set  at  long  dillance  his  contra6ted  foes 
Shrinking  from  what  they  dare  not  now  oppofe  j    550 
Draw  fiiame  or  mean  deipair  in  all  their  eyes. 
And  terror  lelt  ih'  avenging  hand  fhould  rile. 
But  where  his  fmiles  extend,  draw  beauteous  peace. 
The  poor  mark's  chearful  toils,  the  rich  man's  eafe  j 
Here,  fliepherds  piping  to  their  feeding  fheep,  555 

Or  ftretch'd  at  length  in  their  warm  huts  alleep  ; 
There  jolly  hinds  fpread  through  the  fultry  fields. 
Reaping  fuch  harvcits  as  their  tillage  yields  j 
Or  flielter'd  from  the  i'corchings  of  the  fun, 
Their  labours  ended,  andrepalt  begun  j  5  ^o 

Rang'd  on  green  banks,which  they  themlelves  did  raife. 
Singing  their  own  content,  and  riiler's  praife. 
Drawbeauteous  meadows, gardens,  groves,  and  bov.-ers, 
Where  contemplation  bell  may  pals  her  hours  : 
Fiird  with  challe  lovers  plighting conftant  hearts,    565 
Rejoicing  Mufes,  and  encourag'd  Arts. 
Draw  every  thing   like  this  that  thought  can  frame, 
Bed  iulting  with  thy  theme,  great  James's  fame. 
C 
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Known  for  the  man  who  from  his  youthful  years. 
By  mighty  deeds  has  earnM  the  crown  he  wears  ;     570 
V/hofe  conquering  arm  far-envy 'd  wonders  wrought. 
When  an  ungrateful  people's  caufe  he  fought ; 
When  for  their  rights  he  his  brave  fword  employM, 
Who  in  return  would  have  his  rights  deftroy'd  : 
But  heaven  fucli  Injured  merit  did  regard  575 

(As  heaven  in  time  true  virtue  will  reward)  j 
So  to  a  throne  by  Providence  he  rofe, 
And  all  who  e'er  were  his,  were  Providence's  foes. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT. 
I. 

I  DID  but  look  and  love  a-while, 
■"Twas  but  for  one  half-hour  j 
Then  to  refifi  I  had  no  will. 
And  now  I  have  no  power. 
H. 
To  figh,  and  wifh,  is  all  my  eafe  j 

Sighs,  which  do  heat  impart, 
Enough  to  melt  the  coldell  ice, 
Yet  cannot  warm  your  heart. 
HI. 
O  !  would  your  pity  give  my  heart 

One  corner  of  your  breaft, 
'Twould  learn  of  yours  the  winning  ^I't, 
And  quickly  Ileal  the  reil. 


?#^^ 


THE 

POET'S  COMPLAINT  OF  HIS  MUSE  : 

OR, 

A  SATIRE  AGAINST  LIBELS. 

*'  si   quid   hebent   veri   vatum  prsfagia,   vivaia." 


TO  THE  EIGHT  HON. 

THOMAS  EARL  OF  OSSORY, 

BARON  OF  MOOR  PARK,  KNIGHT  OF  THE  MOST  NOBLE 


ORDER  OF   THE  GARTER, &C. 


MY  LORD, 


JL  hough  never  any  man  had  more  need  of  exctife 
for  a  prefumpotion  of  this  nature  than  I  have  now, 
yet,  when  I  liave  laid  out  every  way  to  find  one,  your 
lordfhip's  goodnefs  muft  be  my  beft  refuge  j  and  there- 
fore I  humbly  caft  this  at  your  feet  for  prote6lion,  and 
myfelf  for  pardon. 

My  Lord,  I  have  great  need  of  prote6lIon ;  for  to 
the  bell  of  my  heart  I  have  here  publi/hed  In  ibme 
meafure  the  truth,  and  I  would  have  it  thought  honeftly 
too  (a  pra6tice  never  more  out  of  countenance  than 
now)  ;  yet  truth  and  honour  are  things  which  your 
lordihlp  needs  muft  be  kind  to,  becaufe  they  are  rela- 
tions to  your  nature,  and  never  left  you. 

"  Twould  be  a  fecond  prefumpt  ion  in  me  to  pretend 
in  this  a  panegyric  on  your  lordfliip  ;  for  it  would  re- 
quire more  art  to  do  your  virtue  juftice,  than  to  flatter 
any  other  man. 

If  I  have  ventured  at  a  hint  of  the  prefent  fufFerings 
of  that  great  prince  mentioned  in  the  latter  end  of  this 
paper,  with  favour  from  your  lordfliip  I  hope  to  add  a 
Cz 
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fecond  part,  and  do  all  thofe  great  and  good  men  juftlce, 
that  have,  In  his  calamities,  ftuck  faft  to  L'o  gallant  a 
friend  and  ih  good  a  mafter.  To  write  and  finlfh 
which  great  fubjea  faithfully,  and  to  be  honoured 
with  your  lordflilp's  patronage  in  what  I  may  do,  and 
your  approbation,  or  at  leaft  pardon,  in  what  I  have 
^.one,  will  be  the  greateft  pride  of, 

My  Lord, 
Your  mofl  humble  admirer  and  fervant, 

Thomas  Otway, 
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ODE 

'npO  a  high  hill,  where  never  yet  ftood  tree, 
-^    Where  only  heath,  coarfe  fern,  and  furzes  grow, 
Where  (nipt  by  piercing  air) 
The  flocks  in  tatter'd  fleeces  hardly  gaze, 
Led  by  uncouth  thoughts  and  care,  5 

Which  did  too  much  his  penflve  mind  amaze, 
A  wandering  bard,  whofe  ivlure  has  crazy  grown, 
Cloy'd  with  the  naufeous  follies  of  the  buzzing  town. 
Came,  look'd  about  him,  figh'd,  and  laid  him  down. 
'Twas  far  from  any  path,  but  where  the  earth  10 

Was  bare,  and  naked  ail  as  at  her  birth, 
W^hen  by  the  word  it  full  was  made. 
Ere  God  had  laid. 

Let  grafs,  and  herbs,  and  every  green  thing  grow, 
With  fruitful  trees  after  their  kind,  and  it  was  fo.   1 5 
The  whiftling  winds  blew  fiercely  round  his  head. 
Cold  was  his  lodging,  hard  his  bed  j 
Aloft  his  eyes  on  the  wide  heavens  he  caft  ; 
Where  we  are  told  Peace  only's  found  at  laft  : 
And  as  he  did  its  hopeieis  diilance  fee,  20 

SighM  deep,  and  cry'd.  How  far  is  Peace  from  me  ! 

Nor  ended  there  his  moan  : 
The  diftance  of  his  future  joy 
Had  been  enough  to  give  him  pahi  alone  j 
But  who  can  undergo,  25 

Defpair  of  eafe  to  come,  with  v.'eight  of  prefent  woe  1 
Down  his  afflifted  face 

The  trickling  tears  had  ftream'd  fo  faft  apace, 
As  left  a  path  worn  by  their  briny  race 
Swoln  was  his  breaft  with  fighs,  his  well-  30 

Proportion'd  limbs  as  ufelefs  fell, 
Whilil  the  poor  trunk  (unable  tofuflain 
Itfelf)  lay  rack'd,  and  fliaking  with  his  pain. 
I  heard  his  groans  as  I  was  walking  by. 
And  (urg'd  by  pity)  went  afide  to  fee,  3  5 

What  the  fad  caufe  could  be  [high. 

Had  prcfs'd  his  ftate  fo  low,  and  rais'd  hisplaints  fo 
C3 
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On  me  he  fix'd  his  eyes.  -   I  crav\l, 

Why  fo  forlorn  ?  he'  vainly  rav'd. 

I^eace  to  his  mind  I  did  commend  :  ^S 

But,  oh  !  my  words  were  hardly  at  an  end. 

When  I  perceiv'd  it  was  hay  friend, 

My  m.uch  lov'd  friend,  fo  down  I  fat, 

And  btgg'd  that  I  might  (hare  his  fate  : 

I  laid  my  cheek  to  his,  when  with  a  eale  45 

Of  fighs  he  eas'd  his  breaft,  and  thus^began  his  tal-  : 

III. 
I  am  a  wretch  of  honeft  race  ; 
My  parents  not  obfcure,  nor  high  in  titles  were  : 
They  left  me  heir  to  no  difgrace. 
My  father  was  (a  thing  now  rare)  r^ 

Loyal  and  brave,  my  mother  chafte  and  fair : 
The  pledge  of  marriage  vows  was  only  Ij 
Alone  I  liv'd  their  much  lovM  fondled  boy  : 
They  gave  me  generous  education  ;  high 
They  flrove  to  raile  my  mind  3  and  with  it  grew  theli' 
joy-  5  S 

The  fages  that  inftni61:ed  me  in  arts 
And  knowledge,  oft'  would  praife  my  parts, 
And  cheer  my  parents'  longing  hearts! 
When  I  was  call'd  to  a  difpute. 

My  fellow' pupils  oft  ftood  mute  :  60 

Yet  never  envy  did  disjoin 

Their  hearts  from  me,  nor  pride  diftemper  mine. 
Thus  my  iirft  years  in  happinefs  I  pail:, 
Nor  any  bitter  cup  did  taile  : 

But,  oh  !   a  deadly  portion  came  at  laft.  65 

As  I  lay  loolely  on  my  bed, 

A  thoufand  pleafant  thoughts  triumphing  In  my  head, 
And  as  my  fenfe  on  the  rich  banquet  fed, 
A  voice  (it  feem'd  no  more,  fo  bufy  I 
Was  with  myfelf,  I  faw  not  who  was  nigh)  70 

Pierc'd  through  my  ears  :  Arife,  thy  good  Senandei's 

dead, 
It  /hook  my  brain,  and   from  their  feaft  my  frighted  ' 
fenfesfled* 
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From  thence  fad  difcontent,  uneafy  fears. 

And  anxious  doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do, 

Grew  with  fucceeding  years .  7  5 

The  world  was  wide,  but  whither  ihould  I  go  ? 

I,  whole  blooming  iiopes  all  wlther''d  were, 

AVho'd  little  fortune,  and  a  deal  of  care  ? 

To  Britain's  great  metropolis  I  ftray'd. 

Where  Fortune's  general  game  is  phy'd  j  80 

Where  honelly  and  wit  are  often  praii'd. 

But  fools  and  knaves  are  foitunate  and  rais'd  j 

My  foi-ward  I'pirit  prompted  me  to  find 

A  converfe  equal  to  my  mind  : 

But  by  raw  judgment  eafily  milled,  85 

(As  giddy  callow  boys 

Are  very  fond  of  toys) 

I  mifs'd  tlie  brave  and  wife,  and  in  their  ftead, 

On  every  fort  of  vanity  I  fed.  S9 

Gat  coxcombs,  cowards,  knaves,  and  prating  fools, 

Bullies  of  o'ergrown  bulk  and  little  fouls, 

Gamellers,  half-wits,  and  fpendthrifts  (fuch  as  think 

Mifchievous  miidnight  frolics,  bred  !iy  drink 

Are  gallantry  and  wit, 

Becaufe  to  their  lewd  underflandings  fit)  95 

Where  thofe  wherewith  two  years  at  leail  I  fpent. 

To  all  their  fulfome  follies  moft  incorrigibly  bent  j 

Till  at  thelaft,  myfelf  more  to  abufe, 

I  grew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Mufe. 

V. 
No  fair  deceiver  ever  us'd  fuch  charms,  loa 

T'  enfnare  a  tender  youth,  and  win  his  heart ; 
Or,  when  fne  had  him  in  her  arms, 
Secur'd  his  love  v/ith  greater  art. 
I  fancy'd,  or  I  dream'd  (as  poets  always  do) 
No  beauty,  with  my  Mule's  might  compare.  105 

Lofty  file  feem.'d,  and  on  her  front  fat  a  majeftic  air, 
Av/ful,  yet  kind  ;  fevere  yet  fair. 
Upon  her  head  a  crown  fhe  bore, 
Qi  laurel,  which  flie  told  me  fhoiild  be  m!ne  5 
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And  round  her  ivory  neck  flie  wore  1 1  b 

A  rope  of  largeil  pearl .     Each  part  of  her  did  ihhie 
With  jewels  and  with  gold, 
Numberleis  to  be  told  j 
Which  in  imagination  as  T  did  behold, 
And  lovM  and  wondered  more  and  more,  1 1 5 

Said  file,  theie  riches  all,  my  darling,   fhall  be  thine, 
Riches  which  never  poet  had  before. 
She  promised  me  to  raife  my  fortune  and  my  name. 
By  royal  favour,  and  by  endlefs  fame  j 
But  never  told  .   i  zo 

How  hard  they  were  to  get,  how  difficult  to  hold. 
Thus,  by  the  arts  of  this  moft  fiy 
Deluder,  was  I  caughtj 
To  her  bewitching  bondage  brought. 
Eternal  conftancy  we  fwore  125 

A  thoufand  times  our  vows  were  doubled  o'er  : 
And  as  we  did  in  our  entrancements  He, 
I  thought  no  pleafure  e'er  v/as  wrought  fo  high. 
No  pair  io  hanpy  as  my  Mufeand  I. 

VI. 
Ne'er  was  3'oung  lover  half  ib  fond  1 30 

When  firll  his  pufillage  he  loft. 
Or  could  of  half  my  pleafure  boafl  ; 
We  never  met  but  we  enjoy'd, 
Still  tranfported,  never  cloy'd. 

Chambers,  clofets,  fields,  and  groves,  135 

Bore  witnefs  of  our  daily  loves  ; 
And  on  the  bark  of  ev'ry  tree 
You  might  the  marks  of  our  endearments  fee. 
Diftiches,   pofies,    and  the  pohited  bits 
Of  fatire  (written  when  a  poet  meets  14.0 

His  Mufe's  caterwauling  fits) 
You  might  on  ev'ry  rhind  behold,  and  fwear 
I  and  my  Clio  had  been  at  it  there. 
Nay,  by  my  Mufe  too,  I  v/as  blefc 
With  offsprings  of  the  choiceft  kinds,  145 

Such  as  have  pleas'd  the  nobleft  minds, 
And  been  approv'd  by  jud^nents  of  the  beft. 
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But  in  this  moil  tranlporting  height, 
Whence  I  iook'd  down,  and  laugh'd  at  fate, 
All  of  a  iudden  I  was  alter 'd  grown  j  150 

I  round  me  iook'd,    and  found  mylelf  alone  j 
My  faithlefs  Mule,  my  faithlefs  Mule  was  gone  ; 
I  try'd  if  I  a  verfe  could  frame  : 
Oft  I,  In  vain,  invok'dray  Clio's  name. 
The  more  I  ftrove,  the  more  I  fail'd,  155 

I  chaf'd,  I    bit  my  pen,  curs'd  my  dull  fkull,   and 

raird, 
Refoly'd  to  force  m""  untoward  thought,    and  at  the 

laft  prevaiPd. 
A  line  came  forth,  but  fuch  a  one. 
No  traveling  matron  in  her  child-birth  pains. 
Full  of  the  joyful  hopes  to  bear  a  fon,  i  60 

Was  more  aftonifti'd  at  th'  unlook'd-forihape 
Of  feme  deform'd  baboon,  or  ape. 
Than  I  was  at  the  hideous  iflue  of  my  brains. 
I  tore  my  paper,  ftabb'd  mv  pen. 
And  fwore  I'd  never  write  again,  165 

Refolv'd  to  be  a  doating  fool  no  more. 
But  when  my  reckoning  I  began  to  make, 
I  found  too  long  I'd  llept,  and  was  too  late  awake  j 
I  found  m'ungrateful  Mufe,  for  whofe  falle  fake 
I  did  myfelf  undo,  170 

Had  robb'd  me  of  my  deareft  ftore. 
My  precious  time,  my  friends,  and  reputation  too  ; 
And  left  me  helplefs,  friendlefs,   very  proud  and  poor, 

VII. 
Reafon,  v>'hich  in  ha.i'c  bmids  my  folly  had  enthrall'dj 
I  ftraight  to  council  call'd  ;  175 

Like  fome  old  faithful  friend,  whom  long  ago 
I  had  cafliier'd,  to  pleafe  my  flatt'ring  fair. 
To  me  with  readinefs  he  did  repair. 
Exprels'd  much  tender  cheerfulnels,  to  find. 
Experience  had  reftor'd  him  to  my  mind  j  180 

And  loyally  did  to  me  fhew 
How  much  himieif  he  did  abufe. 
Who  credited  a  flattering,  falfe,  deflruftlve,  treache- 
rous Muse. 
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I  aik'd  the  caufes  why.    He  laid, 
'Twas  never  known  a  Mufe  e'er  ftaid  185 

When  Fortune  fled  5  for  Fortune  is  a  bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  Parnaffus  dwell, 
Where  thofe  lb  fam'd  delightful  fountains  fwell. 
Of  poetiy,  which  there  does  ever  flow  j 
And  where  v/ it's  lufty,  Ihinlng  god  itja 

Keeps  his  choice  feraglio. 
So  whilft  our  fortune  fmiles  our  thoughts  afplre, 
Pleafure  and  fame's  our  bufmefs  and  defire. 
Then,  too,  if  we  find 

A  promptnefs  in  the  mind,  195 

The  Mufe  is  always  ready,  always  kind. 
But  if  th'  old  harlot  Fortune  once  denies 
Her  fa,vour,  all  our  pleafures  and  rich  fancy  dies. 
And  then  th' young,   ilipperyjiJt,  the  Mufe,  too  from 
us  flies; 

VIII. 
To  the  whole  tale  I  gave  attention  due  !  a.o« 

And  as  right  fearch  into  myfelf  I  made, 
I  found  ail  he  had  faid 
Was  very  honeft,   very  true. 

0  how  I  hugg'd  my  welcome  friend  ; 

And  much  my  mufe  I  could  not  difcommend !         205 

For  I  ne'er  liv'd  in  Fortune's  grace, 

She  always  turn'd  her  back,  and  fleti  from  me  apace. 

And  never  once  vouchfaf'd  to  let  me  fee  her  face. 

Then,  to  confirm  me  more. 

He  drew  the  veil  of  dotage  from  my  eyes  ;  210 

See  here,  my  fon,  faid  he,  the  valued  prize. 

Thy  fulfome  Mufe  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  wife. 

1  look'd,  and  {"^lw  the  rampart  tawdiy  queen. 
With  a  more  horrid  train 

Than  ever  yet  to  fatire  lent  a  tale,  215 

Or  haunted  Chlor is  in  the  mall. 

The  firit  was  he  who  ilunk  of  that  rank  verfe 

In  which  he  wrote  his  Sodom  farce  j 

A  wretch  whom  old  difeai'es  did  fo  bite. 

That  he  writ  bawdry  liire  in  Ipite,  £20 

To  ruin  and  difgrace  it  quite. 
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Philolbphers  of  old  did  lb  expreis 

Their  art,  and  fhew'd  it  in  their  naftinefs. 

Next  him  appeared  that  blundering  ibt, 

Who  a  late  SeiTion  of  the  Poets  wrote.  125 

Nature  has  marked  him  for  a  heavv  fool ; 

By's  flat  broad  face  you'll  know  the  owl. 

The  other  birds  have  hooted  him  from  light  j 

Much  buffeting  has  made  him  love  the  night, 

And  only  in  the  dark  he  ftrays  ;  23-) 

Still  wretch  enough  to  live  :  with  worle  fools  fpends 

his  days, 
And  for  old  flioes  and  fcraps  repeats  dull  plays. 
The  next  there  follow'd,  to  make  up  the  throng. 
Lord  Lampoon,  and  Monfieur  Song, 
Who  fought  her  love,  and  promis'd  for't,  235 

To  m3.ke  her  famous  at  the  court. 
The  city  poet  too  was  there, 
In  a  black  latin  cap  and  his  own  hair. 
And  begg'd  that  he  might  have  the  honour 
To  beget  a  pageant  on  her  24.0 

For  the  city's  next  lord  mayor. 
Her  favours  fhe  to  none  deny'd  : 
They  took  her  all  by  turns  aiide. 
Till  at  the  lall  up  in  the  rear  there  came 
The  Poet's  icandal,  and  the  Mule's  Ihame.  245 

A  beaft  of  raonftrous  guife,  and  Libel  was  his  name; 
But  let  me  paufe,    for  'twill  afe  time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  bred,  and  where,  and  where  li« 

no A^  does  dwell. 

IX. 
He  p"us'd,  and  thus  renew'd  his  tale, 
Down  in  an  obfcure  vale,  _  250 

'Midtl  fogs,  and  fens,  where  mifts  and  vapours  rife. 
Where  never  fun  was  feenby  eyes, 
Unt'er  a  defert  wood. 

Which  no  man  own,  but  all  wild  beafts  were  bred. 
And  kept  their  horid  dens,  by  prey  far  forag'd  fed, 
Anill-pii'd  cottage  flood,  ^  _  ai^ 

Built  of  men's  bones,  llaughter'd  in  civil  war. 
By  magic  art  brought  thither  from  am', 
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There  livM  a  wklowM  witch, 

ThatusM  to  mumble  curies  eve  and  morn,  260 

Like  one  whom  wants  and  care  had  worn  j 
Meagre  her  looks,  and  lunk  hey  eyes, 
Yet  mifchiefs  icudy'd,  dilcords  diddevife. 
Sh'  appeared  humble,  but  it  was  her  pride  : 
Slow  in  her  Ipeech,    in  femblance  lanftified.  265 

Stiii  wiien  fhe  ipoke  fhe  meant  another  way  j 
And  whtn  Ihe  curs'd  fhe  feemM  to  pray. 
Her  hellilli  charms  had  all  a  holy  drels. 
And  bore  the  name  of  godlinefs  ; 
All  her  familiars  leem'd  the  fons  of  Peace.  270. 

Honeft  habits  they  all  wore, 
In  outward  fhew  moll  lamb-like  and  divine  ; 
But  inward  of  all  vices  they  had  ftore, 
Greedy  as  wolves,  and  fenfual  too  as  fwine. 
Like  her,   the  facred  fcriptures  they  all  had  by  heart  ; 
I^ioll  eafily  could  quote,  and  turn  to  any  part,        276 
Backward  repeat  it  all,   as  witches  their  prayers  do. 
And,  for  their  turri,  interpret  backward  too. 
Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure, 
Becaule,  btfides  herfelf,  no  idol  fhe'd  endure.  280 

Though  not  to  paint,  flie'd*  arts  to  change  the  face. 
And  alter  it  in  heavenly  fafliion. 
Lewd  whining  Ihe  deiin'd  a  mark  of  grace. 
And  making  ugly  faces  was  mortification. 
Her  late  dead  pander  was  of  well  known  fame,       285 
Qld  Prelbyter  Rebellion  was  his  name  : 
She  a  fworn  foe  to  king,  his  peace,  and  laws, 
So  will  be  ever,  and   v/as  call'd  (blefsus  !)    the  good 
old  caufe. 

X. 
A  time  there  was  (a  fad  one  too) 

When  all  things  wore  the  face  of  woe,  290 

When  many  horrors  ragM  in  this  om"  land, 
.And  a  deftroying  angel  v/as  lent  down. 
To  fcourge  the  pride  of  this  rebellious  town. 
He  came,  and  o'er  all  Britain  ftreich'd  his  conquer- 
ing hand  : 
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Till  In  th'  untrodden  ftreets  unwholefome  grafs       295 
Grew  of  great  ftalk,  its  colour  grofs, 
And  melancholic  poiibnous  green  ; 
Like  thole  coarle  lickly  weeds  on  an  old  dunghill  Teen, 
Where  feme  murrain-murder'd  hog, 
Poiibn'd  cat,  or  Itrangled  dog,  300 

In  rottenneis  had  long  unbury'd  laid. 
And  the  cold  loii  productive  made. 
Birds  of  ill  omen  hovered  in  the  air. 
And  by  their  cries  bade  us  for  graves  prepare  ; 
And  as  our  deftiny  they  feemM  t'unfold,  305 

Droptdead  of  the  lame  fate  they  had  foretold. 
That  dire  cominil'iion  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  angel,  with  a  fword  of  flame  : 
Delblation  loon  he  made, 

And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  alhes  laid.  310 

DIftradions  and  diftniils  then  did  amongft  us  rile, 
When,  in  her  pious  old  difguife, 
This  witch,  with  all  her  miichief-making  train. 
Began  to  Tnew  herlelf  again. 

The  ions  of  Old  Rebellion  ilraight  fhe  fummon'd  ail  ; 
Straight  thev  were  ready  at  her  call :  316 

Once  more  th'  old  bait  before  their  eves  fhe  caft, 
That  and  her  \o\c  they  long'd  to  taile  j 
And  to  her  luit  fhe  drew  them  all  at  laft. 
So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore)  320 

Was  led  aftray,  and  had   pollutions  with  his  father's 

whore. 

XI. 
The  better  to  conceal  her  Icwd  Intent 
In  lafetv  from  obferving  eves, 
Th'  old  itrumpetdid  herirlr  dilguile 
In  comely  weeds,  and  to  the  city  went,  325 

Affc'fled  truth,  much  modetty,  and  grace, 
And,  like  a  worn  out  fuburb  tnili,   pals'd  there  for  a 

new  face. 
Thither  all  her  lovers  flock'd, 

And  therefor  her  fupport  fhe  found  329 

A  wight,  of  whom  Fam.e  s  trumpet  much  doth  found. 
With  all  ingredients  for  his  bulinels  ItockM 
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Not  unlike  him  whofe  ftory  has  a  place 
In  the  annals  of  Sir  Hudibras. 
Of  all  her  bnfinefs  he  took  care, 

And  every  knave  or -foul  that  to  her  did  repair         1 35 
Had  by  him  admittance  there. 
By  his  contrivance  to  her  did  refort 
All  whc  had  heendiigufted  at  the  court. 
Thofe  vxhoic-  ambition  had  been  croft. 
Or  by  ill  manners  had  preferm.ents  loft,  340 

Were  ihofe  on  wham  ftie  pra<51:is'd  moft  her  charms. 
Lay  neareft  to  her  heart,  and  ofteneft  in  her  arms. 
Intereft  in  every  faction,  every  feft,  flie  fought } 
And  to  her  lui^e,  flattering  their  hopes,  Ihe  brought 
All  thole  who  ufe  religion  for  a  fafhion,  345 

All  fuch  as  praftiie  forms,  and  take  great  pains 
To  make  their  godlinefs  their  gains. 
And  thrive  by  the  diftraclions  of  a  nation. 
She  by  her  art  enfuarM  and  fettered  in  her  chains. 
Through  her  the  Atheift  hop'd  to  purchafe  toleration. 
The  rebel  pov/er,  the  beggared  fpend thrift  lands,   351 
Out  of  the  king's  or  bifliop's  hands. 
Nav,  to  her  fide  at  laft  {he  drew  in  all  the  rude, 
Ungovernable,  headlong  multitude  : 
Promised  ftrange  liberties,  and  fure  redrefs  3-5 

Of  never-felt,  unheard-of  grievances  : 
Pampered  their  follies,  and  indulged  their  hopes, 
With  May-day  routs,  November  fquibs,  and  burning 
pafteboard  popes. 

XII. 
With  her  in  common  luft  did  mingle  all  the  crew, 
Till  at  the  laft  ftie  pregnant  grew,  360 

And  from  her  womb,  in  little  time  brought  forth, 
This  monftrous  and  detefted  birth. 
Of  children  born  with  teeth  we've  heard. 
And  fome  like  comets  with  a  beard  j 
Which  feem'd  to  be  forerunners  of  dire  change  j     365 
Tut  never  hitherto  was  feen, 
Jiorn  from  a  Wapping  drab,  or  Shoreditch  queenj 
A  form  like  this,  fo  hideous  and  fo  ftrange. 
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To  help  whole  mother  in  her  pains  there  came 

Many  a  well -knovvn  daine.  370 

Tlx  bawd  Hypocriiy  was  there, 

And  Madam  Impudence  the  fair : 

Dime  Scandal  \Vi;:h  iier  iquintingeyes, 

That  loves  to  let  good  neighbours  at  debate. 

And  raiie  commotions  in  a  jealous  ilate,  375 

Was-  there,  and  Malice,  queen  of  far  Tpread  lies, 

With  all  their  train  of  frauds  and  forgeries. 

But  midwife  Mutiny,  that  buiydrab, 

That's  always  talking,  always  loud, 

Was  fhe  thac  tirll  took  up  the  babe,  380 

And  of  the  oihce  moil:  was  proud. 

Behold  its  head  of  horrid  form  appears  : 

To  fpite  the  pillory,  It  had  no  ears. 

When  fcraiglii  the  bawd  cry'd  out,  'twas  furely  kin 

To  the  bled  family  of  Pryn.  3  8 5 

But  Scandal  ortered  to  depofe  her  word, 

Or  oath ,  her  father  was  a  lord . 

The  nole  was  ugly,  long,  and  big. 

Broad  and  fnouty,  like  a  pig  ; 

\V''hich  Ihew'd  he  would  in  dunghills  love  to  dig  j  390 

Lov'd  to  calf  Itinking  fatlres  up  in  ill  pil'd  rhymes. 

And  live  by  the  corruptions  of  unhappy  times. 

XIII. 
They  promised  all  by  turns  to  take  him, 
And  a  hopeful  youth  to  make  him. 
To  nurfe  he  ftraight  was  fent  395 

To  a  iiiler- witch,  though  of  another  fort, 
One  who  profcft  no  good,  nor  any  meant ; 
Ail  day  file  pra6li3'd  charms,  by' night  ihe  hardly  flept, 
Yet  in  the  outcalts  of  a  northern  factious  town, 
A  little  imoky  manfion  of  her  own,  400 

Where  her  familiars  to  her  did  refort, 
A  ceil  fhe  kept. 

Hell  fne  ador'd,  and  Satan  was  her  god  j 
And  many  an  ugly  loatbfome  toad 
Crawi'd  round  her  walls,  and  croakM.  405 

Under  her  roof  all  difmal,  black,  aad  fmok'd, 
D  2 
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HarbourM  beetles,  and  unwholeibme  bats, 
Sprawling  nefts  of  little  cats  ; 
All  which  were  imps  fhecherifh'd  wiuh  her  blood, 
To  make  her  Ipeils  lucceed,  and  good.  410 

€till  at  her  ilirivelPd  breafts  they  hung,  whene'er  man- 
kind file  curil. 
And  with  thefe  loiter- brethren  was  our  monitc-r  nuril. 
In  little  time  the  hell-bred  brat 
Grew  plump  and  fat, 

Without  his  leading  firings  could  walk,  415 

And  (as  the  forcerefs  taught  him)  talk. 
At  feven  years  old  he  went  to  fchool, 
Where  firif  he  grew  a  foe  to  rule. 
Never  would  he  learn  as  taught. 
But  ftill  new  ways  affefted,  and  new  methods  fought. 
Not  that  he  wanted  parts  ".   421 

T'  improve  in  letters,  and  proceed  in  arts  ; 
But,  as  negligent  as  fly, 
Of  all  perverfenefs  brutifhly  was  full, 
(By  nature  idle)  lovM  to  fhift  and  lie,  425 

And  was  obftinately  dull. 

Till,  fpite  of  Nature,  through  great  pains,  the  lot 
(And  th'  influence  of  tlie  ill-genius  of  our  land) 
At  laft  in  part  began  to  imderlcand . 
Some  infight  in  the  Latin  tongue  he  got ;  430 

Could  iinatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain  hand. 
For  which  his  guardians  all  think  fit. 
In  compliment  to  his  moft  hopeful  wit, 
He  fhouid  be  lent  to  learn  the  laws,  434 

And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raile  a  damn'd  new  caule. 

XIV. 
In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  jnind. 
As  by  Natuie  he  was  bent 

To  iearch  in  hidden  paths,  and  things  long  bury'd  find, 
A  wretch's  converfe  much  he  did  frequent : 
One  who  this  world,  as  that  did  him,  difown,        440 
And  in  an  unfrequented  corner,  where 
Nothing  was  pleafant,  hardly  healthful  found, 
He  led  his  hated  life. 
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Needv,  and  e'en  of  neceflaries  bare. 
No  iervant  had  he,  children,  friend,  or  wife:         445 
But  of  a  little  remnant,  got  by  fraud, 
(For  all  ill  turns  he  lov^d,  all  good  detefted,  and  be- 

liev'd  no  Gor)  1 

Thrice  in  a  week  he  changed  a  hoarded  groat, 
With  which  of  beggars  fcraps  he  bought. 
Then  from  a  neighbouring  fountain  water  got,       450 
Not  to  be  clean,  but  (lake  his  thicft. 
He  never  blelf  himfelf,  and  all  things  elfe  he  curft. 
The  cell  in  which  he  (though  but  leldom)  Uept, 
Lay  like  a  den,  uncleans'd,  unfwcpt : 
And  there  thofe  jewtls  which  he  lovM  he  kept  j      455 
Old  worn  out  ftatutes,  and  records 
Of  common  privileges,  and  the  rights  of  lords. 
But  bound  up  by  themfelves  with  care  were  laid 
All  the  ails,  refolves,  and  orders,  made 
By  the  old  long  Rump-parliament,  460 

Through  all  the  changes  of  its  government : 
From  vv'hich  with  reauinefs  he  could  debate 
Concerning  matters  of  the  ftate, 
All  down  from  goodly  forty-one  to  horrid  fortj-eight. 

XV. 
His  friendfliip  much  our  monfter  fought  465 

By  inftin«?t,  and  by  inclination  too  : 
So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 
To  him  obedience  Libel  fwore,  and  by  him  was  he 

taught. 
He  learned  of  him  all  gocdnefs  to  deteit  j  470 

To  be  afliamM  of  no  difgrace  j 
In  all  things  but  obedience  to  be  beaft; 
To  hide  a  coward's  heart,  and  fhew  a  hardy  face. 
He  taught  him  to  call  government  a  clog. 
But  to  bear  beatings  like  a  dog :  47  5 

T'  have  no  religion,  honefty,  or  fenfe, 
But  to  profefs  them  all  for  a  pretence, 
Fraught  with  thefe  morals,  he  begaix 
To  complete  him  more  for  man  : 
D3 
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Dift*ingiu{h''d  to  him  in  an  hour  a8o 

'Twixt  kglilative  and  judicial  power  ^ 
How  to  tr-une  a  commonwealth, 
And  democracy,  by  ftcalth  : 
To  palliate  it  at  firii:,  and  cry, 

'Twas  but  a  well  mixt  monarchy,  485 

And  trea(bny2?/«j  populi  -. 
In:o  rebellion  to  divide  the  nation, 
By  fair  committees  of  aflbciatlon  j 
How  by  a  lawful  means  to  bring 

In  arms  againft  himfelf  the  king,  ~  450 

With  a  diltlnguifhing  old  trick, 
'Twixt  perfons  natural  and  politic  ; 
How  to  make  faithful  fervants  traitors, 
Thorough-pac'd  rebels  legiflators, 
And  at  laif  troopers  adjutators.  49-5 

Thus  well  informed,  and  funilfh'd  with  enough 
Of  fuch  like  wordy,  canting  fluff, 
Our  blade  fet  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  leader  In  a  faiilous  crew. 

Where'er  he  came,  'twas  he  firfl  fdence  broke,       50G 
And  fweird  with  every  word  he  fpoke. 
By  which  becoming  fancy  grace. 
He  gain'd  authority  and  place : 
By  many  for  preferments  was  thought  fit. 
For  talking  treafon  without  fear  or  wit  j  505 

For  opeaing  failings  In  the  ftate  j 
For  loving  noify  andunfound  debate, 
And  wearing  of  a  mvllical  green  ribband  in  his  hat. 

XVI. 
Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  lion's  fkin, 
He  very  dreadful  grew,  5.10 

But,  like  that  Hercules  when  Love  crept  in, 
And  th'  hero  to  his  diflaff  drew. 
His  foes  that  found  him  faw  he  was  but  man. 
So  when  my  faithleis  Clio  by  her  fhare 
Had  brought  him  to  her  arms,  and  I   furpris'd  him 
there,  515 

At  once  to  hate  and  fcorn  him  I  began  ; 
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To  fee  how  fooliflilv  fhe'd  dieft,. 

And  for  diverfion  trlck'd  the  beaft, 

He  was  poetry  all  o''er, 

On  ev'ry  fide,  behind,  before  :  520 

About  hur.  nothing  could  I  fee. 

But  party-colour'd  poetry. 

Painter's  devices,  litanies. 

Ballads,  and  all  the  fpurious  excefs 

Of  Ills  that  malice  could  devlfe,  525 

Or  ever  fwarraVi  from  a  licentious  prefs, 

Hung  round  about  him  like  a  fpell : 

And  in  his  own  hand  too  was  writ. 

That  worthy  piece  of  modei"n  wit, 

The  country's  late  appeal.  53© 

But  from  iuch  ills  when  will  our  wretched  ftate 

Be  freed  ?  and  who  fliall  crufli  this  ferpent's  head  ? 

'Tis  faid  we  may  in  ancient  legends  read 

Of  a  huge  dragon  fent  by  fate 

To  lay  a  fmful  kingdom  waflc  :  435 

So  through  it  all  he  rang'd,  devouring  as  he  paft, 

And  each  day  with  a  virgin  broke  his  fail ; 

Till  wretched  matrons  curft  their  womb. 

So  hardly  was  their  lofs  endur'd  j 

The  lovers  all  defpair'd,  and  fought  their  tombs     540 

In  the  fame  monlter's  jaws,  and  of  their  pains  were 
cur'd. 

Till,  like  our  monfter  too,  and  with  the  farae 

Curft  ends,  to  the  metropolis  he  came  j 

His  cruelties  renewed  again. 

And  every  day  a  maid  was  llain.  54S 

The  curfe  through  every  family  had  paft, 
When  to  the  facrifice  at  laft, 

Th'  unhappy  monarchs  only  child  muft  bow  : 

A  royal  daughter  needs  muft  luifer  then,  a  royal  bro- 
ther now. 

XVII. 

On  him  this  dragon  Libel  needs  will  pray  j  550 

On  him  has  caft  ^ 

His  Ibrdid  venom,  and  profan'd 

With  fpurious  verfe  his.fpotlefs  fame,    . 
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Which  fliall  for  ever  lland 

Unblemirti'd,  and  to  ages  laft,  rrr 

When  all  his  foes  lie  buried  in  their  fhame. 

Eife  tell  me  why,'  feme  prophet  that  is  wife, 

Heaven  took  fuch  care 

To  make  him  ev'ry  thing  that's  rare, 

Dear  to  the  heart,  defirous  to  the  eyes.  560 

Why  do  all  good  men  blels  him  as  he  goes  ? 

Why  at  his  prefence  fhrink  his  foes  ? 

Why  do  the  brave  all  drive  his  honour  to  defend  ? 

Why  through  the  world  is  he  to  be  diftinguifh'd  moft 

Bytitles,  which  but  few  can  bcafl,  565 

A  moft  juft  mailer,  and  a  faithful  friend  ? 

One  v/ho  never  yet  did  wrong 

To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 

Of  him  what  orphan  can  complain  ? 

Of  him  what  widow  make  her  moan  ?  570 

But  fuch  as  wifh  him  here  again, 

And  mifs  his  goodnefs  now  he's  gone. 

If  this  be  (as  I'm  fure  'tis)  true; 
Then  pr'ythee,  prophet,  tell  me  too. 
Why  lives  he  in  the  world's  efteem,  575 

Net  one  man's  foe  ?    and  then  why  are  not  all  men 
friends  with  him  ? 

XVIII. 
Whene'er  his  life  was  fet  at  llake 
For  his  ungrateful  country's  lake. 
What  dangers  or  what  labours  did  they  ever  Ihun  i" 
Or  what  wonders  has  not  done  ?  ego 

Watchful  all  night,  and  bufy  ail  the  day, 
(Spreading  his  fleet  in  fight  of  Holland's  fhore) 
Triumphantly  ye  faw  his  flags  and  ftreamers  play. 
Then  did  the  Englifh  lion  roar, 

Whilfh  the  Belgian  couchant  lay,  585 

Big  with  the  thoughts  of  conquell  and  renown. 
Of  Britain's  honour,  and  his  own. 
To  them  he  like  a  threatning  comet  fliin'd  ; 
Rough  as  the  fea,   and  furious  as  the  wind  j 
But  conftant  as  the  ftars  that  never  move,  590 

Or  as  women  would  have  love. 


THE  poet's  complaint.  45 

The  trfniiDlIng  genius  of  their  llate 

LookVl  out,  and  Straight  flirunk  back  his  head, 

To  ke  our  daring  banners  ipread  : 

Whiiil  in  theii-  harbours  they  555 

Like  bat:en'd  nionll:ers  weltering  by  ; 

The  Winds,   when  ours   th'  had  kiisM,    fcorn'd    with 
their  flags  to  playj 

But,  drooping  like  their  captain's  hearts, 

Each  pendant,  every  ftreamer  hung  ^ 

The  Icamen  leemM  t'  have  ioit  their  arts  ;  600 

Their  Ihips  at   anchor  now,    ot  which  we  had  heard 
them  boail. 

With  ill   furrd  lails^-and  rattling  loofe,   by  eveiy  bil- 
low toft, 

Lay  like  negleaed  harps,  untun'd,  unilrung  j 

Till  at  tlie  lall,  provok'd  with  fliame. 

Forth  from  their  dens  the  baited  foxes  came  ,  605 

Foxes  in  council,  and  in  light  too  grave, 

Seldom  true,   and  now  not  brave : 

They  blufterM  out  the  day  with  fliew  of  fight. 

And'  ran  away  in  the  goodnatur'd  night. 
XIX. 

A  bloody  battle  next  was  fought,  610 

And  then  in  triumph  home  a  welcome  fleet  lie  brought. 

With  fpoils  of  victory  and  glory  fraught. 

To  him  then  every  heart  was  open,  down 

From  the  great  man  to  the  clown  : 

In  him  rejoiced,   to  him  inclin'd  ;  615 

And  as  his  health  round  the  glad  board  did  pafs, 

Each  honeft  fellow  cry'd,  fill  full  my  glais } 

And  fhewM  the  fulnefs  of  his  mind. 

No  difcontented  vermin  of  ill  times 

Durlf  then  affront  him  but  in  ihov/  j  620 

Nor  Libel  dafli  him  with  his  dirty  rhymes  ^ 

Nor  may  he  live  in  peace  that  does  it  now. 

And  whofe  heart  would  not  wiih  fo  coo, 

That  had  but  feen 

When  his  tumultuous  milled  foes  625 

Againft  him  rofe. 

With  what  hei-oic  grace 
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He  chofe  the  weight  of  wrong  to  undergo  ! 
No  tempeft  on  his  brow,   unaker'd  in  his  face, 
True  witnefs  of  the  innocence  within.  6  30 

But,  when  the  meflengers  did  mandates  bring 
For  his  retreat  to  foreign  land. 
Since  fent  from  the  relenting  hand 
Of  the  moft  loving  brother,  kindeft  king  ; 
If  in  his  heart  regret  did  rife,  635 

It  never  fcap'd  his  tongue  or  eyes  j 
With  fteady  virtue  'twas  allay'd. 
And  like  a  mighty  conqueror  he  obeyed. 

XX. 
It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  day, 

Sad  as  the  bufinefs,  fuilen  too  64.0 

As  proud  men,  when  in  vain  they  woo, 
Or  loidiers  cheated  of  then-  pay. 
The  court,  whence  plealure  us'dto  flow. 
Became  the  fcene  of  mourning  and  of  woe  : 
Dclblate  was  every  room,  645 

Where  men  for  news  and  bufinefs  us'd  to  come  j 
V/ith  folded  arms  and  downcaft  eyes  men  v/alk'd 
In  corners,  and  with  caution  talk'd. 
All  things  prepared,   the  hour  drew  near 
When  he  mull  part:  his  lalbfliort  time  was  fpent  60 
In  leaving  bleffings  on  his  children  dear  : 
To  them  with  eager  hafte  and  love  he  went  j 
The  eldeft  firll  embraced. 
As  new-born  day  in  beauty  bright. 
But  lad  in  mind  as  deepell  night  5  655 

What  tendereft  hearts  could  lay,  betwixt  them  paft. 
Till  grief  too  clofe  upon  them  crept ; 
So  lighing  he  withdrew,  flie  turn'd  away  and  wept. 
Much  ol  the  father  in  his  breaft  did  rife, 
When  on  the  next  he  fix'd  his  eyes,  660 

A  tender  infant  in  the  mirfe's  arras, 
Full  of  kind  play,  and  pretty  charms  ; 
And  as  to  give  the  farewcl  kifs  he  near  it  drew. 
About  his  manly  neck  two  little  arms  it  threw  ; 
Smii'd  in  his  eyes,  as  ifitbegg'd  his  ftay,  605 

/\jid  lock'd  kind  things  it  could  not  fay. 
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XXI. 

But  the  great  pomp  of  grief  was  yet  to  come. 

The  appointed  time  was  ahiioft  pad, 

Th'  impatient  tides  knocked  at  the  fliore,  and  bid  him 

hafte 
To  feek  a  foreign  home  j  670 

The  fummons  he  relblvM  t'  obey, 
Difdaining  of  his  iuffering  to  complain, 
Though  every  ftep  feem'd  trod  with  pain  j 
So  forth  he  came,  attended  on  his  way 
By  a  f:sd  lamenting  throng,  675 

That  bled  him,  and  about  liim  hung. 
A  weight  his  gen'rous  heart  could  hardly  bear  j 
But  for  the  comfort  that  was  near, 
His  beauteous  mate,  the  fountain  of  his  joys, 
That  fed  hi>  foul  withlovej  680 

The  cordial  that  can  mortal  pains  remove. 
To  which  all  wordly  blefllngs  elfe  are  toys. 
I  faw  them  ready  for  departure  (land  j 
Juft  vv'hen  approach'd  the  Monarch  of  our  land, 
And  took  the  charming  mourner  by  the  hand  :        685 
T'  exprels  all  nobleft  offices  he  ftrove, 
Of  royal  goodnefs,  and  a  brother's  love. 
Then  down  to  the  flrore  fide. 
Where  to  convey  them  did  two  royal  barges  ride, 
With  folemn  pace  they  pafs'd,  690 

And  there  io  tenderly  embraced, 
All  grieved  by  fympathy  to  fee  them  part. 
And  their  kind  pains  touched  each  by-ftander's  heart. 
Then  hand  in  hand  the  pity'd  pair 
Turn'd  round  to  face  their  fate  ;  795 

She,  ev'n  amidll  affii8:ions,  fair, 
He,   though  oppreft,  ftlll  great. 
Into  th'  expecting  boat  with  hafte  they  went. 
Where,   as  the   troubled  fair- one  to  the  fhore  fome 

wiflies  fent  700 

For  that  dear  pledge  fhe'd  left  behind. 
And  as  her  paffion  grew  too  mighty  for  iier  mindj 
She  of  fome  tears  her  eyes  beguil'dj 
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Which,  as  upon  her  cheek  they  lay 
The  happy  hero  kifs'd  away,  ^o^ 

And,  as  ihe  wept,  blufhed  with  dlfdain,  and  fmird.' 
Straight  forth  they  launch  into  the  high  fwoln  Thames ; 
The  well  ftruck  oars  lave  up  the  yielding  ftreams. 
All  fix'd  their  longing  eyes,  and  wifliing  ftood  ; 
Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  flood  j  710 

Till  leffen'd  out  of  fight,  and  feen  no  more, 
Thenfigh'd,   and  turnM  into  the  hated  fhore.  712 
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TRANSLATED  OUT  OF  OVID. 


Tbefeus,  the  fon  of  Aegeus,  having   fiain  the^ 


Minotaur,  promifed  to  Ari- 


l-r  t^carry^eho'S.e  with  him,  and  make  her  his  ^.-ife;   lb,    together 

Who"  fterwar  e,  ir  Thel%a'  her  huiband^s  ..bfence,  fell  in  love  with  H.p- 
^Htu5  hlr  Von-in-law,  who  had  vowed  celibacy,  and  was  a  hunterj 
wherefore,  n nee  ,he  could  not  convenienOy  otherwile,  foe  chofe  by  this  epil- 
tle  to  give  him  an  account  of  her  paff.on. 

IF  thou'rt  unkind  I  ne'er  (hall  health  enjoy. 
Yet  much  I  wiih  to  thee,  my  lovely  boy  j 
Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  Toul  is  leiz'd, 
Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  ruin  pleas'd  : 
Jhus  iecrets  fafe  to  fartheft  Ihores  may  move  ;  5 

Bv  letters  foe^  converfe,    and  learn  to  love. 
Thrice  ray  iad  tale,  as  I  to  tell  it  tryM, 
Upon  my  iault'rincr  tongue  abortive  dy'd  ;  ^ 

Lonff  fhame  prevaird,   nor  could  be  conquer  d  quite, 
But  what  I  bluOi'd  to  fpeak,  Love  made  me  write, 
'.Tis  dangerous  to  refill  the  pow'r  of  Love,  1 1 

The  gods  obey  him,  and  he's  king  above  j  ^ 
He  clear'd  the  doubts  that  did  my  mmd  conround. 
And  promisd  me  to  bring  thee  hither  bound  : 
Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  breaft  of  thme  1 5 

Fix  a  kind  dart,  and  make  it  f.ame  like  mme  . 
Yet  of  my  wedlock  vows  Til  loie  no  care, 
Search  back  through  all  my  fame,  thou  it  hnd  it  .air. 
But  love  long  breeding  to  worltpain  does  turn  ; 
Outward  unharmM,  within,  withm  I  burn  1  20 

As  the  young  bull,  or  courfer,   yet  untam  d,       _ 
When  vok'd  or  bridl'd  firll,  are  pinch'd  and  maim  d  ; 
So  my  unpraaisM  heart  in  love  can  find 
No  reft,  th'  unwonted  weight  fo  toils  my  mind  : 
When  young,  Love's  pangs  by  arts  we  may  remove. 
But  in  our  riper  vears  with  rage  we  love.  i^ 

To  thee  I  yield,  then,  all  my  dear  renown. 
And  pr'vthee  let's  together  be  undone. 
Who  would  not  pluck  the  new-blown  blufhmg  lo.e, 
On  the  ripe  fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows  >  >o 
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But  if  my  virtue  hitherto  has  gained 

Eiteem  for  Ipotlefs,   fhall  it  now  be  ftalnM  ? 

Oh,  in  thy  love  I  Ihal]  no  hazard  run  j 

'Tis  not  a  fui  but  when  'tis  coarfely  done. 

And  now  fhould  Juno  leave  her  Jove  to  me,  3  5 

IM^  quit  that  Jove,  Hippolytus,  for  thee  : 

Believe  me  too,  with  flrange  dehres  I  change, 

Amongil  vv^ild  beafts  I  long  with  thee  to  rano-e. 

To  thy  delights  and  Delia  I  incline. 

Make  her  my  goddefs  too,  b^aufe  (he's  thine ;         40 

I  long  to  know  the  v/oods,   to  drive  the  deer, 

And  o'er  the  mountain's  tops  my  hounds  to  cheer. 

Shaking  my  dart ;   then,  the  chafe  ended,    lye 

Stretch'd  on  the  grafs,  and  wouldlt  not  thou  be  by  ? 

Oft  in  light  chariots  I  with  pleafurevide,  45 

And  love  myfelf  the  furious  fteeds  to  guide. 

Now  like  a  bacchanal  more  wild  I  ftray, 

Or  old  Cybele's  priefts,   as  mad  as  they 

When  ur^der  Ida's  hills  they  offerings  pay : 

E'en  mad  as  thofe  the  deities  of  night  :o 

And  water,  Fauns  and  Dryads  do  affright, 

Bat  ftill  each  little  interval!  gain, 

Eafdy  find  'tis  love  breeds  all  my  pain. 

Sure  on  our  race  love  like  a  fate  does  fall. 

And  Venus  will  have  tribute  of  us  all.  55 

Jove  lov'd  Europa,   whence  my  father  came, 

And,   to  a  bull  transforrn'd,  enjoy'd  the  dame  ? 

She,  like  my  mother,  languifh'd  to  obtain, 

And  fill'd  her  womb  v/ith  fhame  as  well  as  pain. 

The  faithlefs  Thefeus,  by  my  filler's  aid,  60 

The  monfter  flew,  and  a  fafe  conqueft  made  : 

Now,  in  that  family,  my  right  to  fave, 

I  am  at  laft  on  the  fame  terms  a  flave  : 

'Twas  fatal  to  my  fiifer  and  to  me. 

She  lov'd  thy  father,  but  my  choice  Vv'as  thee.  65 

Let  m.onuments  of  triumph  then  be  fhev/n 

For  two  unhappy  nymphs  by  you  undone. 

When  firll  our  vows  were  to  Eleufis  paid. 

Would  I  had  in  a  Cretan  grave  been  laid  j 
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'Tvvas  there  thou  didit  a  perfeft  conqueil  gain,         70 
Whihl  love's  fierce  fever  ragM  in  ev'iy  vein  : 
White  was  thy  robe,  a  garland  deck'd  thy  head, 
A  modeft  bludi  thy  comely  face  o'eripread  : 
That  face,  which  may  be  terrible  inarms. 
But  graceful  fecm'd  to  me,   and  full  of  charms  :        75 
I  love  the  man  whofe  fafhion's  leak  his  care. 
And  liate  my  iex's  coxcombs  fine  and  fair ; 
For  whilil  thus  plain  thy  carelefs  locks  let  fly, 
Th'  unpolifh'd  form  is  beauty  in  my  eye. 
If  thou  but  ride,  or  fnake  the  trembhng  dart,  80 

I  fix  my  eyes,  and  wonder  at  thy  art : 
To  fee  thee  poife  the  javelin  moves  delight. 
And  all  thou  doft  is  lovely  in  my  iight ; 
But  to  the  woods  thy  cruelty  refign, 
Nor  treat  it  with  fo  poor  a  lite  as  mine.  85 

Mulf  cold  Diana  be  adorM  alone, 
Mull  fhe  h;ave  all  thy  vows,  and  Venus  none  ? 
That  pleailne  palls,  if  'tis  enjoy 'd  too  long  } 
Love  makes  the  weary  firm,  the  feeble  ftrong. 
For  Cynthia's  fake  imbend  and  eafe  thy  bow,  90 

Elfe  to  thy  arm  'twiii  weak  and  ufeltfs  grow. 
Famous  was  Cephalus  in  wood  and  plain, 
Ai:id  by  him  many  a  boar  and  pard  v/as  llain, 
Yet  to  Aurora's  love  he  did  incline, 
Who  wifely  leit  old  age,  for  youth  like  thine.  95 

Under  the  Ipreading  fh3.des  her  amorous  boy. 
The  fair  Adonis,  Venus  could  enjoy  ;, 
Atalanta's  love  too  Meleager  fought, 
And  to  her  tribute  paid  oi  all  he  caught : 
Be  thou  and  I  the  next  bleft  fylvan  pair  5  1 00 

Where  love's  a  ftrangtr,  woods  but  deferts  are. 
With  thee,  through  dangerous  ways  unknov^n  before, 
I'll  rove,  and  feariefs  face  the  dreadful  boar. 
Between  two  feas  a  little  ifthmus  lies. 
Where  on  each  fide  the  beating  billows  rife,  105 

There  in  Trazcna  I  thy  love  will  meet, 
Tvloi-e  blefs'd  and  pleas'd  than  in  my  native  Crete. 
As  we  could  wiih,  eld  Theiius  is  a-.vay 
At  Theflalv,  where  alwavs  let  him  itay 
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With  his  Perithous,  whom  well  I  fee  no 

Pieferr'd  above  Hipnolytus^r  me. 
Nor  has  he  only  thus  expreil  his  hate  : 
V/e  both  have  ihifer'd  wrongs  of  mighty  weight : 
My  brother  firft  he  cruelly  did  ilavj 
Then  from  my  filler  fallly  ran  away,  1 1  5 

And  left  expos 'd  to  ev'ry  bead  a  prey  : 
A  warlike  queen  to  thetr  thy  being  gave, 
A  in«'her  worthy  of  a  fon  fo  brave, 
Fi'om  cniel  Thefeus  yet  her  death  did  find, 
Nor,  though  flie  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him  kind. 
Unwedded  too  he  niurderM  her  in  fpight,  izi 

To  baftardize,  and  rob  thee  of  thy  right : 
And  if,  to  wrong  thee  more,  two  fons  Tve  brought, 
Believe  it  his,  and  none  of  Phaedra's  fault : 
JRather,  thou  faireft  thing  the  earth  contains,  125 

I  wifh  at  firll  I'd  dy'd  of  mother's  pains. 

How  canft  thou  reverence  then  thy  father's  bed. 
From  which  himfelf  fo  abjeftly  is  lied  ? 
The  thought  affrights  not  me,  but  me  Inflames  j 
Mother  and  fon  are  notions,  veiy  names  1 30 

Of  worn-out  piety,  in  faihion  then 
When  old  dull  Saturn  ruPd  the  race  of  men ; 
But  braver  Jove  taught  pleafure  was  no  fm. 
And  with  his  filler  did  himfelf  begin, 
Nearnefs  of  blood  and  kindred  bell  we  prove,  135 

When  v/e  exprefs  it  in  the  clofeft  love. 
Nor  need  we  fear  our  fault  fhould  be  reveal'd  j 
'Tw^ill  under  near  relation  be  conceal'd. 
And  all  who  hear  our  loves,  with  praife  Ihall  crown 
A  mother's  kindnefs,  to  a  grateful  fon.  14.0 

No  need  at  midnight  in  the  dark  to  ftray, 
T'  unlock  the  gates,  and  cry.  My  love  this  way  I 
No  bufy  fpies  our  pjeafures  to  betray 
But  in  one  houfe,  as  heretofore  we'll  live  5 
In  public,  kilTestake:   in  public,  givej  145 

Though  in  my  bed   thou'rt  feen,  'twill  gain  applaufc 
From  all,  whiUl  none  have  fenfe  to  guefs  the  caufe  : 
Only  make  hafte,  and  let  this  league  be  fign'd  j 
So  may  ray  tyrant  love  to  tkee  be  kind. 
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Fo4-  this  I  am  a  humble  luppliant  grown  ;  150 

Now  where  are  all  my  boalh  of  greatnefs  gone  ? 
T  Iwore  I  ne'er  would  yield,  refolv'd  to  fight, 
Deceived  by  Love,  that's  feldom  in  the  right ; 
Now  on  my  own  I  crawl  to  clafp  thy  knees  ; 
What's  decent  no  true  lover  cares  or  fees  :  155 

Shame,  like  a  beaten  fcldier,  leaves  the  place. 
But  beauty's  bluflies  ftill  are  in  ray  face. 
Forgive  this  fond  confeflion  v.hich  I  make, 
And  then  fom-e  pity  on  my  iufferings  take.  159 

What  though  'midft  feas  my  father's  empire  lies; 
Though  my  great  grandfire  thunder  from  the  fkles  j 
What  though  my  father's  fire  in  beams  dreil  gay 
Drives  round  the  burning  chariot  of  the  day  ; 
Their  honour  all  in  me  to  Love's  a  flave,  i^4 

Then,  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  honour  fave. 
Jove's  famous  illand,  Crete,  in  dower  111  bring. 
And  there  (hall  my  Hippolytus  be  king : 
For  Venus'  fake  then  hear  and  grant  my  prayer. 
So  may'ft  thou  never  love  a  fcornful  fair  ; 
In  fields  fo  mav  Diana  grace  thee  ftill,  "^7^ 

And  every  wood  afford  thee  game  to  kill  j 
So  may  the  mountain  gods,  and  fatyrs  all 
Be  kirjd  ;  lb  may  the  boar  before  thee  fall ; 
So  may  the  water -nym.phs  in  heat  of  day, 
Though  thou  their'fex  defpife,  thy  thirft  allay,      175 
Millions  of  tears  to  thefe  my  prayers  I  join, 
Which  as  thou  read'ft  vv'ith  thofe  dear  eyes  of  thine, 
Think  that  thou  fee 'ft  theftreams  that  flow  from  mine. 
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MY  much  lov'd  friend,  when  thou  ajt  from  m^ 
eyes,  ■* 

How  do  I  loath  the  day,  and  light  defphe  ! 
Night,  kinder  night's  the  much  more  welcome  gueft^ 
For  though  it  bring  fmall  eafe,  it  hides  at  leaft  j 
Or  if  e'er  flum.bers  and  my  eyes  agree,  ^ 

'Tis  when  theyh-ecrown'd  with  pleafmg dreams  of  theei 
Lall  night  methought  (heaven  make  the  next  as  kind!) 
Free  as  iirft  innocence,  and  ur.confin'd 
As  our  firll  parent  in  their  Eden  were,' 
Ere  yet  condemned  to  eat  their  bread  with  care  j        i® 
We  two  together  wander'd  through  a  grove, 
"  Iwas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  ihade  above. 
Mild  as  oiu-  friendfliip,  Ipringing  as  our  love  j 
Hundreds  of  cheerful  birds  filPd  every  tree, 
And  fung  then  joyful  fongs  of  liberty  ;  i  ^ 

While  through  the  gladfome  choir  well  pleased  vvd 

walkM, 
And  of  our  prefent  valuM  ftate  thus  talk"d  : 

How  happy  are  we  in  this  Iweet  retreat  ? 
Thus  humbly  bleft ,  who'd  labour  to  be  great  ? 
Who  for  preferments,  at  a  court  would  wait,  z^ 

Where  every  gudgeons  nibbling  at  the  bait  ? 
What  fi,{h  of  fenfe  would  on  that  fhallow  lie, 
Amongft  the  little  ftarving  wriggling  fry, 
J  hat  throng  and  crowd  each  other  for  a  tailc 
Of  the  deceitful,  painted,  poiibn'd  pafte  ;  2  ; 

When  the  wide  river  he  behind  him  fees. 
Where  he  may  launch  to  liberty  and  eafe  ? 
No  cares  or  bufmefs  here  difturb  our  hours. 
While,  underneath  thefe  ihady  peaceful  bov/ers. 
In  Cool  delight  and  innocence  we  ftray,  3» 

And  midft  a  thoufand  pleafures  wal^;  the  day  j 
Sometimes  upon  a  river's  bank  we  lie, 
Where  fkimming  -wallows  o'er  the  furface  fly, 
Jufl  as  the  fun,  declining  with  his  beams, 
KilTes  and  gently  vi  arms  the  gliding  ftreams :  3  ; 
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Amid  ft  whole  current  nling  nines  play, 
And  roll  in  wantoa  liberty  away. 
Perhaps  hard  by  there  grows  a  little  bufh, 
On  which  the  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thrufti. 
Nightly  their  iblemn  orgies  meeting  keep,  40 

And  ling  their  vefpers  e'er  they  go  to  fleep  : 
There  we  two  lie,  between  us  may  he's  fpread 
Some  books,  few  underftand,  tho''  many  read. 
Sometimes  we  Virgil's  iacred  leaves  turn  o'er, 
'^:ill  wondering,  and  Hill  finding  caufe  for  more.       43 
flow  Juno"'s  rage  did  good  yEneas  vex. 
Then  how  he  had  revenge  upon  herfex 
-f  n  Dido's  ftate,  whom  bravely  he  enjoy 'd, 
And  quitted  her  as  bravely  too  when  cloy'd  : 
Be  knew  the  fatal  danger  of  her  charms,  50 

And  fcom''d  to  melt  his  virtue  in  her  arms. 
Next  Nifus  and  Euryalus  we  admire, 
i'heir  gentle  friendship,  and  their  martial  fire  ; 
We  praife  their  valour,  'caufe  yet  match'd  by  none. 
And  love  their 'friendihip,  fo  much  like  our  own.     55 
But  when  to  give  our  minds  a  feaft  indeed, 
Horace,  beft  known  and  iov'd  by  thee,  we  read. 
Who  can  our  tranfports,  or  our  longings  tell. 
To  taile  of  pleafurefe,  prais'd  by  him  fo  well  ? 
With  thoughts  of  love  and  wine  by  him  we're  fir'd  60 
Two  things  in  fweet  retirement  much  defu-'d  : 
A  generous  bottle  and  a  lovefome  llie, 
Are  th'  only  joys  in  nature  next  to  thee  : 
To  which  retiring  quietly  at  night. 
If  (as  that  only  can)  to  add  delight,  65 

V/hen  to  our  little  cottage  we  repair. 
We  find  a  friend  or  two,  we'd  wifh  for  there. 
De^r  Beverley,  kind  as  parting  lover's  tears, 
.•\dderley,  honeft  as  the  fword  he  wears, 
Vvilibn,  profeffing  friendrhip  yet  a  friend,  -  70 

Or  Short,  beyond  what  numbers  can  commend, 
I'inch,  full  of  kindnefs,  generous  as  his  blood, 
•  ■'achful  to  do,  to  modell  merit,  good ; 
i:.i  iiaveforibok  the  vile  tumultuous  town, 
t-i  Tor  a  taltc  of  life  to  us-conie  down,  75 
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With  eager  arms,  how  clolely  we  embrace ! 

What  joys  in  every  heart,  and  every  face '. 

The  moderate  table's  quickly  cover'd  o'er, 

With  cboiceft  meats  at  lealt,  though  not  with  (lore: 

Oi' bottles  next  iiicceeds  a  goodly  train,  8a 

Full  of  what  cheers  the  heart,  and  fires  the  brain : 

Each  waited  on  by  a  bright  virgin  glais, 

Clean,  found,  and  ihining  like  its  drinker's  lafs. 

Then  dov/n  we  fit,  while  every  genius  tries 

T'  improve,  till  he  deferves  his  lacrifice  :  85 

No  faucy  hour  prefumes  to  Hint  delight, 

We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  v/hen  that's  done  'tis  night. 

Well  warm'd  and  pleas'd,  as  we  think  fit  we'll  part, 

Each  takes  th'  obedient  treafure  of  his  heart. 

And  leads  her  willing  to  his  filent  bed,  « 

Where  no  vexatious  cares  come  near  his  head. 

But  every  fenfe  with  perfe6l  pleafure's  fed  ; 

Till  in  full  joy  diffolv'd,  each  fails  afleep 

With  twining  limbs,  that  llill  love's  pofture  keep  ; 

At  dawn  of  morning  to  renew  delight,  95 

So  quiet  craving  love,  till  the  next  night : 

Then  we  the  drowly  cells  of  fleep  forfake. 

And  to  our  books  our  earlieft  viiit  make  ; 

Or  elfe  our  thoughts  to  their  attendance  call, 

And  there,  methinks,  Fancy  fits  queen  of  all :        io» 

While  the  poor  under  faculties  refort, 

And  to  her  fickle  majefty  make  court ; 

The  underftanding  fi.ft  comes  plainly  clad, 

But  ufefully  5   no  entrance  to  be  had. 

Next  comes  the  will,  that  bully  of  the  mind,  105 

Follies  wait  on  him  in  a  troop  behind  : 

He  meets  reception  from  the  antic  queen. 

Who  thinks  her  majefty's  mod  honour'd,  when 

Attended  by  thofe  fine  dreil  gentlemen. 

Reafon,  the  honeft  counfellor,  this  knows,  ii9 

And  into  court  with  refolute  virtue  goes  j 

Lets  Fancy  fee  her  loofe  irregular  fway, 

Then  how  the  flattering  follies  fneak  away  ! 

This  imagf ,  when  it  came,  too  fiercely  fhook 

My  brain,  which  its  foft  quiet  ftraight  forfook;     115 
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When  waking  as  I  cad  my  eyes  around, 
Nothing  but  old  loathed  vanities  I  found  j 
No  grove,  no  freedom,  and.  what's  worfe  tome, 
No  friend  ;  for  I  have  none  compared  with  thee. 
Soon  then  my  thoughts  with  their  old  tyrant  Care  1 20 
Were  feiz'd'j  which  to  divert,  I  fram'dthis  prayer  : 

Gods  !  life's  your  gift,  then  ieafon't  with  luch  rate, 
That  what  ye  meant  a  bleffing  prove  no  weight. 
Let  me  to  the  remotelt  part  be  whirl'd. 
Of  this  your  play-thing  made  in  hafte,  the  world  :  125 
But  grant  me  quiet,  liberty,  and  peace. 
By  day  what's  needful,  and  at  night  foft  eafe  j 
rhe  friend  I  trull  in,  and  the  Hie  i  love, 
Then  fix  me ;   and  if  e'er  I  wifh  remove, 
Make  me  as  great  (that's  wretched)  as  you  can,     130 
Set  m.e  in  power,  the  woeful'ft  ftate  of  man  j 
To  be  by  fools  mifled,  to  knaves  a  prey. 
But  make  life  what  I  afk  or  take  't  away.  i  S3 
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TO  MR.  CREECH, 

UPON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF  LUCRETIUS, 

SIR,  when  your  book  the  firft  time  came  abroad, 
I  muil  confei's  I  ftood  amaz'd  and  aw'dj 
For,  as  to  ibme  good-nature  1  pretend, 
I  fear'd  to  read,  leii  I  (hould  not  commend- 
Lucretius  Enolifh'd  !  'twas  a  work  might  fhake         5 
The  power  of  Englih  verle  to  undertake. 
This  all  men  thought  J   but  you  are  born,  we  find, 
T'  out-do  the  expectations  of  mankind  5 
Since  you've  fo  well  the  noble  talk  perform'd, 
Envy's  appeasM,  and  prejudice  difarm'd:  10 

For  when  zhe  rich  original  we  perufe. 
And  by  it  try  the  metal  you  produce. 
Though  there  indeed  the  pureil  ore  we  find. 
Yet  itill  in  you  it  fomething  feems  reiin'd  : 
Thus  when  the  great  Lucretius  gives  alooie,  15 

Ajid  lalhes  to  herfpeedhis  fiery  Mule; 
Srill  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal  pace, 
And  bear  full  ftretch  upon  him  all  the  race  j 
But  when  in  rugged  way  we  find  him  rein 
His  verfe,  and  not  fo  fmooth  a  llroke  maintain  j        20 
There  the  advantage  he  receives  is  found. 
By  you  taught  temper,  and  to  chufe  his  ground. 
Next,  his  philofophy  you'v^  fo  exprell: 
In  genuine  terms,  fo  plain,  yet  neatly  dreft, 
Thofe  murderers  that  now  mingle  it  all  day  25 

In  fchools  may  learn  from  you  the  eafy  way 
To  let  us  know  what  they  would  mean  and  fay : 
If  Ariftotle's  friends  w-ill  Ihew  the  grace 
To  wave  for  oiice  that  llatute  in  their  cafe. 
Go  on  then,  Sir,  and  fmce  you  could  afpire,  30 

And  reach  this  height,  aim  yet  at  laurels  higher : 
Secure  grent  injur'd  Maro  from  the  wrong 
He  unredeem'd  has  labour'd  with  fo  long 
In  Holbourn  rhyme,  and,  ltd  the  book  lliould  fail, 
Expos'd  with  pictures  to  promote  the  fale  :  35 

So  tapfters  fet  out  figns,  for  muddy  ale. 
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Yoirrc  only  able  to  retrieve  his  doom, 
And  make  him  here  as  fam'd  as  once  at  Rome  ; 
For  lure,  when  Julius  firft  this  ifle  fubdued, 
Your  anceftors  then  mixt  with  Roman  blood  j  40 

Some  near  allyM  to  that  whence  Ovid  came, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  thoie  three  Ions  of  Fame  ; 
Sir.ce  to  their  memoiy  it  is  fo.true. 
And  fhews  their  poetry  ib  much  in  you. 
Go  on  in  pity  to  this  wretched  iile,  4.5 

Which  ignorant  poetafters  do  defile 
With  louly  madrigals  for  lyric  verfe  j 
Inrtead  of  comedy  with  naily  farce. 
Would  Pla-atus,  Terence,  e'er  have  beenfo  lewd 
T'  have  dreil  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  crowd?  50 
Or  Sophocles  five  tedious  a6ls  have  made. 
To  fhew  a  v/nining  fool  in  love  betray 'd 
By  lome  falle  friend  or  ilippery  chambermaid. 
Then,  ere  he  hangs  himfelf,  bemoans  his  fall 
In  a  dull  fpeech,  and  that  fine  language  call  ?  55 

No.  fince  we  live  in  fuch  a  fulfome  age. 
When  nonfenfe  loads  the  prefs,  and  choaks  the  ftage  j 
When  blockheads  will  claim  wit  in  nature's  fpight^ 
And  every  dance,  that  ftarves,  prefumes  to  wiite. 
Exert  yourfeii,  defend  the  Mufe's  caule,  60 

Proclaim  the  right,  and  to  maintain  their  laws 
Make  the  dead  ancients  fpeak  the  Britifh  tongue  ; 
That  fo  each  chattering  daw,  who  aims  at  long, 
In  his  own  mother-tongue  may  humblv  read 
^V'hat  engines  yet  are  wanting  in  his  head  65 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  mighty  dead. 
For  of  all  Nature's  v/crks  we  moft  ihould  fcorn 
The  thing  who  thinks  himfelf  a  poet  born. 
Unbred,  untaught,  he  rhvmes,  yet  hardly  fpells. 
And  fenfeleffly,  as  fquiirels  jingle  bells.  ye 

Such  things,  Sir,  here  abound  i  may  therefore  you 
Be  ever  to  your  friends,  the  Mufes,  true  ! 
May  our  defefts  be  by  your  pow'rs  fupply'd. 
Till,  as  our  envy  now,  you  grow  our  pride  j 
Till  by  your  pen  reftcr'd,  in  triumph  bonie. 
The  majefty  of  poetry  return  1  76 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN  UPON 

HIS  ROYAL   HIGHNESS  THE  DUKE  OF  YORK 

Coming  to  the  Theatre,  Friday  April  zi,   1682. 

WHEN  too  much  plenty,  luxury  and  eafe. 
Had  iurieited  this  ilie  to  a  dileafe  ; 
When  noiibme  blains  did  its  beil  parts  o'erlpread, 
And  on  the  reft  their  dire  infefticn  ihed  ; 
Oar  great  phyiician,  who  the  nature  knew  < 

Of  the  diftemper,  and  from  whence  it  grew, 
Fix'd.  for  three  kingdoms' quiet,  Sir,  on  ycu  : 
He  cail  his  fearching  eye's  o'er  ail  the  frame. 
And  finding  whence  before  one  ficknefs  came, 
How  once  before  our  mifchicfs  fofter'd  were,  ir 

Knew  well  your  virtue,  and  apply'd  you  there  : 
Where  fo  your  goodnefs,  fo  your  juftice  fway'd. 
You  but  appeared,  and  the  wild  plague  was  ftay'd. 

When,  from  the  filthy  dunghill  -failion  bred. 
New  formed  rebellion  durft  rear  up  its  head,  i  f 

Anfwer  me  all :   Wh6  ftruck  the  monfter  dead  ?. 
See,  fee,  the  injurM  prince,  and  blefs  his  name. 
Think  on  the  martyr  from  whole  loins  he  came  j 
Think  on  the^bioodwas  flied  for  you  before, 
And  curfe  the  parricides  that  thirll  for  more.  z :. 

His  foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  wiles  beware  : 
Lay,  lay  him  in  your  hearts,  and  guard  him  there. 
Where  let  his  wrongs  your  zeal  tor  him  improve  j 
He  wears  a  fword  will  j.uftify  your  love. 
With  blood  ftill  ready  for  your  good  t'expend,  2  ^ 

And  has  a  heart  that  ne'er  forgot  his  friend. 
His  duteous  loyalty  before  you  lay. 
And  learn  of  him,  unmurm'ring  to  obey. 
Think  what  he's  borne,  your  quiet  to  reftore  j 
Repent  your  madnefs,  and  rebel  no  more.  30 

No  more  let  Boutefeus  hope  to  lead  petitions. 
Scriveners  to  be  treafurers  j  pedlars,  politicians  j 
Nor  every  fool,  whofe  wife  has  tript  at  court, 
Pluck  up  a  Ipirit,  and  turn  rebel  for't. 
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In  lands. where  cuckolds  multiply  like  ours,  35 

What  prince  can  be  too  jealous  of  their  powers, 
Or  can  too  often  think  himlclf  alarm'd  ? 
They're  mal-contents  that  ev'ry  where  go  arm'd  : 
And' when  the  horned  herd's  together  got, 
Nothing  portends  a  common-wealth  like  that.  40 

Caiir  call  your  idols  off,  your  gods  of  wood, 
Ere  yet  Phillftines  fatten  with  your  blood  : 
Renounce  your  priefts  of  Baal,  with  amen  faces, 
Your  Wappingfeafts,  and  your  Mile-end  high  places. 

Nail  all  your  medals  on  the  gallows  poft,  45 

In  recompence  th'  original  was  loft  : 
At  thefe,  illuftrious  repentance  pay, 
In  his  kind  hands  your  humble  offerings  lay  : 
Let  loyal  pardon  be  by  hira  implored, 
Th'  atoning  brother  of  your  anger\l  lord  :  50 

He  only  brings  a  medicine  fit  t'  affuage 
A  people's  fo!!y,  and  rouz'd  monarch's  rage. 
An  infant  prince,  yet  labouring  in  the  womb. 
Fated  with  wondrous  happiness  to  come. 
He  goes  to  fetch  the  mighty  blefiings  home  :  55 

Send  all  your  wilhes  whh  him,  let  the  air 
With  gentle  breezes  waft  it  fafely  there, 
Ihe  leas,  like  what  they'll  carry,   calm  and  fair  : 
Let  the  illuftrious  mother  touch  our  land 
jVHldly,  as  hereafter  may  her  ion  command  ;  60 

While  our  glad  monarch  welcomes  her  to  ihore, 
With  kind  affurance  (he  fiiall  part  no  more. 

Be  the  majeftic  babe  then  fmiling  bora, 
And  ail  good  figns  of  fate  his  birth  adorn, 
So  live  and  grow  a  conftant  pledge  to  ftand, 
Of  Cxiars  love  to  an  obedient  land.  66 
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SPOKEN  TO 

HER  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

ON  HER 

RETURN  FROM    SCOTLAND, 

IN  THE  YEAR  16S2. 

ALL  you,  who  this  day's  jubilee  attend. 
And  eveiy  loyal  Mule's  loyal  friend, 
That  come  to  treat  your  longing  wlflies  here. 
Turn  your  defiring  eyes,  and  feaft  them  there. 
Thus  falling  on  your  knees  with  me  implore,  5 

May  this  poor  land  ne'er  lofe  that  prefence  more  1 
But  if  there  any  in  this  circle  be. 
That  come  fo  curft  to  envy  what  they  fee, 
From  the  vain  fool  that  would  be  great  too  foon. 
To  the  dull  knave  that  writ  the  lall  lampoon !  i  o 

Let  fuch,  asvi6lim5  to  that  beauty's  fame. 
Hang  their  vile  blalted  heads,  and  die  with  fhame. 
Our  mighty  bleffing  is  at  laft  return'd. 
The  joy  arriv'd  for  which  io  long  we  mourn'd  : 
PVom  whom  our  prefent  peace  we  expe6l  increas'd     1 5 
And  all  our  future  generations  bleft. 
Time,  have  a  care  :   bring  lafe  the  hour  of  joy, 
When  fome  bleft  tongue  proclaims  a  royal  boy  : 
And  when  'tis  born,   let  nature's  hand  be  ftrong  ; 
Blefs  him  v/lth  days  of  ftrength,  and  make  them  long  ; 
Till  charg'd  with  honours  we  behold  him  ftand,       ai 
Three  kingdoms  banners  waiting  his  command, 
Kis  father's  conquering  fword  within  his  hand  : 
Then  th'  Englifn  lions  in  the  air  advance, 
And  v/ith  them,  roaring  mufic  to  the  dance, 
Carry  a  Qu^o  Warranto  into  France.  26 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  MRS.  behn's  city  heiress,  i68i. 

How  vain  have  prov'd  the  labours  of  the  ftage. 
In  ftrivlng  to  reclahn  a  vicious  age  ! 
Poets  may  write,  the  mifchief  to  impeach  j 
You  care  as  little  what  the  poets  teach 
As  you  regard  at  church  what  paribns  preach.  5 

But  where  luch  follies  and  fuch  vices  reign, 
What  honeil  pen  has  patience  to  refrain  r 
At  church,  in  pews,  ye  most  devoutly  fnore. 
And  here,  got  dully  drunk,  ye  come  to  rear  ; 
Ye  go  to  church,  to  glout  and  ogle  there,  10 

And  come  to  m.eet  more  lewd  convenient  here  : 
With  equal  zeal  ye  honour  either  place. 
And  run  fo  very  evenly  your  race, 
Y' improve  in  wit  juft  as  ye  do  in  grace. 
It  mult  be  fo  ;  fome  dgemon  has  poffeft  1 5 

Our  land,  and  we  have  never Uince  been  bleft. 
"i^'have  seen  it  all,  and  heard  of  its  renown. 
In  reverend  fhape  it  ftalk'd  about  the  town. 
Six  yeomen  tall  attending  on  its  frown. 
Som.etimes,  with  humble  note  and  zealous  lore,         20 
'Twould  play  the  apoftollc  function  o'er  : 
But  heaven  have  mercy  on  us  when  it  fwore  ! 
Whene'er  it  Iwore,  to  prove  the  oaths  were  true. 
Out  of  his  mouth  at  random  halters  flew 
Round  Ibme  unwary  neck,  by  magic  thrown,  25 

Though  ilill  the  cunning  devil  fav'd  his  own  : 
For  when  th'  enchantment  could  no  longer  lait, 
The  fubtle  Pug,  moft  dextrouily  uncaft. 
Left  awful  form  for  one  more  fceraing  pious. 
And  in  a  moment  varv'd  to  defy  us;  30 

From  filken  doctor,   hcmefpun  Ananias  : 
Left  the  lewd  court,  and  did  in  city  fix, 
Where  ftill  by  its  old  arts  it  plays  nev/  tricks. 
And  fills  the  heads  of  fools  with  politics. 
This  daemon  lately  drew  in  many  a  gucil,  35 

To  part  with  zealous  guinea  for — no  fealt. 
F2 
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Who,  but  the  most  Incorrigible  fops, 
For  ever  dooinM  in  dilinal  cells,  call'd  fliops. 
To  cheat  and  damn  themfelves  to  get  their  livings, 
Would  lay  Iwcet  money  cut  in  faara  thanklgivincrs  ? 
Sham  plots  you  may  have  paid  for  o'er  and  o'er  j       41 
But  whoe  er  paid  for  a  fnam  treat  before  ? 
Had  you  not  better  fent  your  offerings  all 
Hither  to  us,  than  Sequeftrator's  Hall  ? 
I  being  your  lleward,  juitice  had  been  done  ye  j 
I  couid  have  entertain'd  you  worth  your  money.       4.6 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  N.  lee's  CONSTANTINE  THE  GREAT. 

WHAT  think  ye  meant  wile  Providence,  whenfirft 
Poets  were  made  ?  Pd  tell  you,  if  I  durft, 
That  'twas  in  contradiftion  to  heaven's  word, 
That  when  its  Ipirit  o'er  the  waters  lllrr'd, 
When  it  law  all,  and  faid  that  all  was  good,  5 

The  creature  poet  was  not  underilood  ; 
For,  were  it  worth  the  pains  of  fix  long  days, 
To  mould  retailers  01  dull  third  day  plays. 
That  ilarve  out  threelcore  years  in  hopes  of  bays  ? 
'Tis  plain  they  ne'er  were  of  the  firft  creation,  10 

But  came  by  mere  equivocal  generation  ? 
Like  rats  in  fhips,    without  coition  bred, 
As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 
Nature  their  Ipecies  fure  muft  needs  dlfovv'n, 
Scarce  knowing  poets,  lefs  by  poets  known.  1  5 

Yet  this  poor  thing,  fo  fcorn'd  and  fet  at  nought, 
Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  would  fain  be  thought. 
Difabled  wafting  whoremafters  are  not 
Prouder  to  own  the  brats  they  never  got. 
Than  fumbling  itching  rhymers  of  the  town  20 

T'  adopt  fome  bafe-born  fong  that's  not  their  own. 
Spite  of  his  ftate,  my  Lord  fonietimes  defcends. 
To  pleafe  the  importunity  of  friends. 
The  dulleft  he,  thought  moft  for  bufmefs  fit, 
Wili  venture  his  bought  place  to  aim  at  wit ;  25 

And  though  he  fmks  with  his  employs  ot  ftate, 
Till  common  lenfe  forfake  him,  he'll  tranilate. 
The  poet  and  the  whore  alike  complains 
Of  trading  quality,  that  fpoils  their  gains  ; 
The  lords  will  write,  and  ladies  will  have  fvvalns  1    30 
Therefore  all  yoxi  who  have  male  iffue  bora 
Under  the  ftarving  fign  of  Capricorn, 
Prevent  the  malice  of  their  ftars  in  time. 
And  warn  them  early  from  the  fin  of  rhyme  : 
Tell  them  how  Spencer  ftarv'd,  how  Cowley  mourn'd. 
How  Butler's  fai-th  and  lervice  was  return'd  j  36 
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And  if  fuch  warning  they  refule  to  take. 
This  laft  experiment,  O  pnrents  make  ! 
With  hands  behind  them  iee  th'  offender  ty"d. 
The  parifn  whip  and  beadle  by  his  fide  ; 
Then  lead  him  to  feme  ilali  that  does  expofe 
The  authors  he  loves  moft  5   there  rub  his  nofe,. 
Till,  like  a  fpaniel  lafli'd  to  know-command. 
He  by  the  due  correftion  underlland, 
To  keep  his  brain  clean,  and  not  foul  the  land  ; 
Till  he  againft  his  nature  learn  to  ftrive, 
And  get  the  knack  of  dulnefs  how  to  thrive. 
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ODE. 

THE  SIXTEENTH  ODE 

OF    THE    SECOND    BOOK    OF    KORACZ. 

IN  ftcrms  v.hen  clouds  the  moon  do  hide, 
And  no  kind  ftais  the  pilot  guide, 
Shew  me  an  lea  the  boldeft  there, 
Who  does  not  wifli  for  quiet  here. 
For  quiet,  friend,  the  ibldier  fights,  5 

Bears  wean.'  marches,  fleeplefs  nights. 
For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold  j 
Which  can't  be  bought  with  hills  of  gold. 
Since  wealth  and  power  too  weak  wcfind. 
To  quell  the  tumults  of  the  mind  ;  *      xo 

Or  from  the  monarch's  roofs  of  ftate 
Drive  thence  the  cares  that  round  him  wait : 
Happy  the  man  with  little  bleft, 
Of  what  his  father  left  poiTeft  : 

No  bafedefires  corrupt  his  head,  15 

No  fears  difturb  him  in  his  bed. 
What  then  in  life,  which  foon  muft  end. 
Can  all  our  vain  defigns  intend  ? 
From  fhore  to  (hoi  e  why  fhould  we  run, 
When  none  his  tirefome  felf  can  fhun  ?  2^ 

For  baneful  care  will  ftill  prevail. 
And  overtake  us  under  fail, 
'Twill  dodge  the  great  man's  train  behind, 
Out-nm  the  roe,   out  fly  the  wind. 
If  then  thy  foul  rejoice  to-day,  25 

Drive  far  to-morrow's  cares  away. 
In  laughter  let  them  all  be  drown'd  : 
No  perfe6l  good  is  to  be  found. 
One  mortal  feels  Fates  fudden  blow. 
Another's  lingering  death  comes  llow  ;  30 

And  what  of  life  they  take  from  thee. 
The  gods  m.ay  give  to  puniih  me. 
Thy  portion  is  a  wealthy  flock, 
A  fertile  glebe,  a  fruitful  flock, 

Horfes  and  chariots  for  thy  eafe,  3S 

Rich  robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  pleafe. 
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For  me,  a  little  cell  I  chufe, 

Fit  for  my  mind,   fit  for  my  Mufe, 

Which  foft  content  does  beft  adorn, 

Shunning  the  knaves  and  fools  I  fcom.  4.0 

THE  BEGINNING  OF 

A    PASTORAL, 

ON   THE 

DEATH  OF  HIS  LATE  MAJESTY. 

WHAT  horror's  this  that  dwelJsiiponthe  plain, 
And  thus  difturbs  the  Shepherd's  peaceful  rei<Tn  ? 
A  difmal  found  breaks  through  the  yielding-  air, 
Forewarning  us  fome  dreadful  ftorm'is  near. 
The  bleating  flocks  in  wild  confufion  ftray,  5 

The  early  larks  forfake  their  wand'ring  way, 
And  ceafe  to  welcome  in  the  new-born"day. 
Each  nymph  poffeft  with  a  dil^ra6led  fear, 
Diforder'd" hangs  her  ioofe  difhevel'd  hair. 
Bifeafes  with  her  ilrong  convulfions  reign,  10 

And  deities,  not  known  before  to  pain. 
Are  now  with  apople61:ic  feizures  flain. 
Hence  flow  our  lorrows,   hence  increafe  our  fears, 
Each  humble  plant  does  drop  her  filver  tears. 
Ye  tender  iambs,  flray  not  fo  faft  away,  15 

To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  ftay : 
O'er  all  the  univerfe  let  it  be  fpread, 
That  now  the  fhepherd  of  the  flock  is  dead. 
The  royal  Pan,  that  fhepherd  of  the  /heep, 
He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep,  20 

Is  gone,  ah  gone  !   ne'er  to  return  from  death's  eternal 
Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  numbers  fly  [fltep ! 

Aloft,  where  the  foft  milky  way  does  lie  3 
Mopfus,  who  Daphnis  to  the  ftars  did  fmg, 
Shalijoin  with  you,  and  thither  waft  our  icing.          25 
Play  gently  on  your  reeds  a  mournful  flrain. 
And  tell  in  notes  through  all  th'  Arcadian  plain. 
The  royal  Pan,  the  fliepherd  of  the  flieep, 
He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  drying  weep,      '  [fleep 
Is  gone,  ah  gone  !    neVr  to  return  from  death's  eternal 
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THE  COMPLAINT: 

A    SONG. 

To  a  Scotch  Tune. 

I  LOVE,  I  doat,  I  rave  with  pain. 
No  quiet's  in  ray  mind, 
Tiiough  ne'er  could  be  a  happier  fwain, 
Were  Sylvia leis  unkind. 

For  when,    as  long  her  chains  I've  worn,  < 

I  afk  relief  from  imart. 
She  only  gives  me  looks  of  icom  j 
Alas  !   'twill  break  my  heart ! 

My  rivals,  rich  in  worldly  iloi-e, 

May  offer  heaps  of  gold,  ic 

But  fureiy  I  a  heaven  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  ibid  j 

Can  Sylvia  fuch  a  coxcomb  prize, 

For  wealth,  and  not  defert  j 

And  my  poor  fighs  and  tears  defpife  ?  1  i 

Alas  !  'twill  break  my  heart ! 

When,  like  fome  panting,  hovering  dove, 

I  for  my  bills  contend. 

And  plead  the  caufe  of  eager  love. 

She  coldly  calls  me  friend.  2C 

Alas,  Svlvia  !   thus  vain  you  ftrive 

To  a6l  a  healers  part: 

'Twill  keep  but  lingering  pain  alive, 

Alas  !  and  Ineak  my  heart. 

"When  on  my  lonely  penfive  bed  2 « 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft,  « 

In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  head. 

And  cool  my  burning  breaft, 

Her  cruelty  ail  eale  denies  : 

With  Ibrne  fad  dream  I  ifart ;  "c 

All  drown'd  with  tears  I  find  my  eyes. 

And  breaking  feel  my  heart. 
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Then,  rifing,  through  the  path  I  rove, 
lliat  leads  me  where  fhe  dwells, 
"Where,    to  the  fenfeleis  waves,   my  love 
Its  mournful  ftory  tells  j 
\Vlth  fighs  I  dew  and  kiis  the  door, 
Till  morning  bids  depart ; 
Then  vent  ten  thouland  fighs  and  more  : 
Alas  !   'tv/ill  break  ray  heart  ! 

But,  Sy>via,  when  this  conqueft's  won, 

And  I  am  dead  and  cold. 

Renounce  the  cruel  deed  you've  done. 

Nor  glory  when  'tis  told  j 

For  every  lovely  generous  maid 

Will  take  my  injured  part, 

And  curie  thee,  Sylvia,   I'm  afraid, 

For  breaking  my  poor  heart. 
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